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PLUS: 7" EP WITH) FED UP, TUB and 
JON COUGAR CONCENTRATION CAMP 





THE LONG AWAITED LP 
FROM ONE OF NYC’S 
MOST INNOVATIVE 
HARDCORE OUTFITS, 
CONSTRUCTED OF 
NATURALLY 
PROGRESSIVE, 
DYNAMIC AND 
EXTREMELY 
VERSATILE MUSIC. 
THIS RELEASE IS 
SURE TO BECOME A 


HARDCORE CLASSIC! 


RECORDS 


CDS ONLY $12 (USA) + $15 
(WORLD) * SEND SASE FOR 
CATALOG TO PO BOX 1520 » 
COOPER STATION * NEW 
YORK, NY * 10276-1520 








Coming soon: East Coast Assault Part 2 Double CD featuring: Hatebreed, Stigmata, Indecision, Enrage, Shutdown and loads more. 
Stigmata full length CD * Ninefinger full length CD featuring Mike Dean of Corrosion Of Conformity & Rich Hoak of Brutal Truth 
The World Still Won’t Listen A Tribute? To The Smiths featuring: Down By Law, H20, Millencolin, Screw 32,Anal Cunt, Meatmen, Youth Brigade & more. 







WE ARE TERRIBLY SORRY..- 


"We ARE TERRISLY SORRY. 
GRAND THEFT AUDIO 


BUT NO ONE SOUNDS LIKE NOFX ON OUR LABEL 


CURRENTLY AVAILABLE: 
GTAOO1 RF7 “ALL YOU CAN EAT” CD 70 MINUTES OF LONG OUT OF PRINT — GTAO11 PLAIN WRAP/ MOX NIX CD 74 MIN OF DEMO RECORDING FROM 






































SO. CAL. HC *80-'87 + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. THESE EARLY 80'S 0.C.H.C. BANDS + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 

GTA002 AGNOSTIC FRONT “RAW UNLEASHED” CD 59 MIN OF EARLY A.F., GTA012 LOCKJAW "SKINNED ALIVE” CD 60+MIN OF UNRELEASED AND OUT 
INCLUDIES PRE-"UNITED BLOOD’ DEMOS + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. OF PRINT SKINCORE 81- 86 FROM PORTLAND + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 

GTA003 SIN 34 “DIE LISTENING” CD 59 MIN OF SO. CAL. HC “81-84 GTA 013 VOORHEES "SMILING AT DEATH” CD 72 MIN COMPLETE WORKS OF 
WITHA GREAT GAL SCREAMER, DEMOS, INTERVIEW + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. THIS U.K. ULTRA THRASH BAND. LP, EP, DEMOS, ETC. + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 
GTA004 WHITE CROSS “DEAF, DUMB AND BLIND” CD 60 MIN OF GTA 014 BAD POSTURE "G.D.M.FS.O.B.” CD 68 MIN OF EARLY PUNK AND HC 
LONG OUT OF PRINT AND UNRELEASED + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. FROM THIS LEGENDARY EARLY 80'S S.F. BAND + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 

GTAOO05 REBEL TRUTH “EVERYBODY HATES EVERYBODY” CD GTAO15 RATTUS "TAALTA TULLAAN KUOLEMA" CD 74 MIN OF VARIOUS RARE 
70 MIN OF EMOTIONALLY CHARGED NO. CAL. HC +16 PAGE BOOKLET. STUFF FROM THIS CLASSIC FINNISH BAND, EARLY 7"S + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 
GTA006 LOST GENERATION “PUNK THIS!” CD 71 MIN OF CLASSIC CT GTA016 WHIPPING BOY "SUBCREATURE” CD 60+ MIN OF OLD STYLE HC 
HARDCORE *82-"86, SESSION WITH HR + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. FROM THIS BAY AREABAND'S MUSIC, LP, DEMOS, LIVE +16 PAGE BOOKLET. 
GTA007 RED SCARE “AS PROMISED” CD 72 MIN OF RARE AND OUTOFPRINT GTA017 AGAINST “NO ARMS" CD 71 MIN OF LONG UNRELEASED DISCHARGE 
~82-88, WITHAMAZING GAL VOCALS + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. INFLUENCED THRASH FROM EARLY 80'S VENICE, CA + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 
GTAOO8 “ALL FOR ONE...ONE FOR ALL” ROGER MIRET BENEFIT CD 77 MIN/48 GTAO18 NO CRISIS “EVERYTHING +" CD 60+ MIN OF CLASSIC MELODIC EARLY 
BAND COMP, MOSTLY OF RARE STUFF + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 80'S HARDCORE IN THE OC VEIN, 12" EP, DEMOS, LIVE + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 
GTA009 ADRENALIN OD “SITTIN’ PRETTY” CD 70 MIN FROM NJ PUNK GTA019 TERVEET KADET “HARDCORE BRUTALITY” CD 59 MIN, RARE 80-82 
GODHEAD'S EARLY RECORDINGS, LIVE + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. AND 95 RECORDINGS FROM THIS FINNISH HC BAND + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 
GTA010 RAW POWER “BURNING THE FACTORY” CD 60 MIN OF LEGENDARY GTA020 ABANDONED “LOS ANGELES, MOTHERFUCKER" CD 70 MIN OF EARLY 
ITALIAN HC “83-84 +16 PAGE BOOKLET. LA PUNK, 82-86, WITH TONY (EX-ADOLESCENTS) ON VOCALS + 16 PAGE BOOKLET. 









$11 PPD (CA RESIDENTS ADD SALES TAX), $12 PPD CANADA, $14 PPD WORLD AIR THRU BOMP! RECORDS, WE DON'T HANDLE MAILORDER. 


SOME STUFF WE HAVE LINED UP FOR FUTURE RELEASES: HALF OFF, EVEN WORSE, 

ZYKLOME A, SOLUCION MORTAL, NEON CHRIST, NV LE ANDEREN, SHATTERED FAITH, CRIPPLE BASTARDS, SACRED ORDER, SEDITIONARIES, DOUBLE CROSS, HELLKRUSHER, IMMORAL 
DISCIPLINE, INFERNO, CIRCLE ONE, BEDLAM, PROLES, CHINA WHITE, CROWD, EXECUTIONER, HYPNOTICS, NYC MAYHEM, SADO NATION, WRECKS, PSYCHO, NO CORE (COC, NO 
LABELS, ETC.), NO ALTERNATIVE, STIKKY, RIBZY, S.U.M., EAST L.A. UNDERTAKERS, ACCUSED, VOID, STRAIGHT AHEAD, PELME, QRMEEMREE, NABAT, UPROAR, FRONTLINE/GOD’S 
WILL, ANTI, CAUSTIC CAUSE, DETONATORS, FINAL WARNING (PORTLAND), LOVE CANAL, TRIP 6, HUMAN HANDS, AND MANY MORE. GRAND THEFT AUDIO, 501 W. GLENOAKS 
BLVD., SUITE 313, GLENDALE, CA 91202 USA. (SEND SASE/IRC FOR REPLY.) 


MAILORDER HANDLED BY: GRAND THEFT AUDIO PRODUCTS 
BOMP! RECORDS, P.O. BOX 7112 ARE DISTRIBUTED THROUGH: 
BURBANK, CA 91505 USA. BOMP!, K, RHETORIC AND SOUND IDEA. 
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ART 


Line... 


©) SFRODUS/the TRANS MEGETTI Spit 7“ep 
SEVEN STOREY MOUNTAIN s/f 7”ep/CDep 


seven.$three, cdep.$five ppd in thé usa. more outside. “send a dollar for a full mailorder catalog. 
look for the frodus.trans megetti & seven storey full lengths soon. 
credit card orders call 703.241.7587, email.amonkcon@aol.com 


post box 6332 falls church va 22040-6332 usa 





OVERWORKE 
(and all writing and photos, except 
where indicated) 
Al Quint 


CONTRIBUTORS 
Jim Balaya 
Dave Beach 
Larry Boyd 

Chris 
John Crawford 
Phil Lerman 
R. Mayo 
Scott Munroe 
Rob Ross 
Zak Ruvalcaba 
Angela Sawyer 
Mike Thain 
Andy Thurston 


LAYOUT ASSISTANCE 


(@inahm quene 


PHOTOGRAPHERS 
Justin Borucki 
Lenny Dogprint 

Kevin Evertz 
Fred Hammer 
..and others as credited 


RECEPTIONIST 
Ellen Quint 


COVER PHOTO: Al 


THANKS, YOU RULE 


Ellen, Adam Lewis, Natalie, Jim Testa, Lenny, 


Fred, Kevin, Justine, Justin Borucki, Jon 
Clark, Bryan at Cargo, O, Anna, JCCC, Tub, 
Fed-Up, Garden Variety, Tim from Avail, 
Middle East (especially Steve), George at The 
Rat, Epitaph, Brian and Chris at Fat, Taras, 
Nathan, Michelle, Naomi at Touch & Go, Var, 
Chris Keene, Bob Catalano, Harlan Margolis, 
Andy T., Leo and anyone I forgot... 


DISTRIBUTION 
AK Press, Blindspot, Caroline, Dutch East, 
Lumberjack, Rotz, See-Hear, Surefire, Tower 
and a few others, I’m sure... 


I do deal directly with stores, but there’s a 10 
copy minimum and COD (or pre-payment, to 
save high COD charges) is preferable. 


PUBLICISTS, LABEL 
PEOPLE AND OTHER 
INTERESTED 
PARTIES, PLEASE 
READ THIS: 
SUBURBAN VOICE 
REVIEW POLICY 


SV covers mainly punk, hardcore, garage and 
the louder variety of indy rock/noise/whatever. 
Reissue releases of the above are also welcome 
for review—anything from the 50s to now, if it 
has that raw, energetic spirit. I also want to start 
reviewing selected jazz titles, as well. Other 
genres, including metal, goth, rap and ska will 
only bereviewed ifit's something we feel strongly 
about. Industrial, techno, ambient, dance and 
alternative rock crap fall outside our parameters. 

We do the best we can, but not everything we 
get will be reviewed. CD’s, LP’s, 7”, videos and 
music or politically/socially-oriented ‘zines and 
books (i.e. non-fiction) are all welcome for re- 
view. Advance cassettes or CD’s are appreci- 
ated, but reviews will be published ONLY if 
the finished CD or LP (or inserts) is sent upon 
release. Graphics, lyrics, etc... are variables I 
consider in reviews. If you don't want to send 
something twice, just send the "finished" copy. 
I'm usually so backlogged that "lead time" be- 
comes a moot point. By the time I get to it, the 
regular release will probably be out. The only 
cassettes that will be reviewed must be cassette- 
only releases—if they’re available on LP or CD 
and you send cassette, it won’t be reviewed. 

Thanks for your continuing support. It’s ap- 
preciated... 


ADVERTISING RATES 


Full Page (7 1/2 x 10)—$125 

Half Page (7 1/2 x 5 or 3 3/4 x 10)—$70 
Third Page (5 x 5 or 2 1/2 x 10)—$50 
Quarter Page (3 3/4 x 5 )—$40 

Sixth Page (2 1/2 x 5)—$30 


DEADLINE—call/write for info. Hopefully, 
January for the next issue. Regular advertisers 
will be notified of the pending deadline. 


Payment MUST be received prior to publica- 
tion (NO EXCEPTIONS AND THAT 
INCLUDES MAJOR LABELS), and the ad 
should be camera ready. 85 line-screen 
preferred. Checks payable to SUBURBAN 
VOICE 


SV MAILORDER 


Postpaid prices are for US and Canada. Over- 
seas prices apply to the rest of the world. 
Please make any checks or money-orders pay- 
able to Suburban Voice 


BACK ISSUES 


SV #38--Swingin' Utters, Brainiac, Fitz Of 
Depression, Garden Variety, Ignite, 
Nomeansno, Pist, Rhythm Collision, Civ, plus 
a 7" with Showcase Showdown, Rhythm Col- 
lision and Hellbender. 100 pages--$4.00 ppd/ 
$6.00 overseas 


SV #37--A vail, Horace Pinker, Bouncing Souls, 
Youth Brigade, Alligator Gun, Batt. Of Saints, 
Elastica, Muffs, Riverdales, Boris The Sprin- 
kler, plus a No Empathy/Wretched Ones 7". 96 
pages--$4.00 ppd/$6.00 overseas (LTD. 
QUANTITIES) 


SV #36—New Bomb Turks, Arcwelder, Bad 
Religion, God & Texas, Wayne Kramer, Queers, 
Raw Power, Type O Negative and a Dischord 
tribute/AIDS benefit 7" with Sinkhole, Horace 
Pinker, Bruisers and Shattered Silence. 88 
pages—$3.50 ppd/$5.00 overseas 


SV_ #35—All, Afghan Whigs, Alcohol 
Funnycar, Buzzcocks, Doughboys, Freeze, 
Gaunt, Shades Apart, Tad, Therapy?, plus a 7" 
EP with Shades Apart, Bombshell and Doc 
Hopper. 80 pages (not counting the 4 blank 
pages my idioticex-printer added!)—$3.50 ppd/ 
$5.00 overseas (LTD. QUANTITIES) 


SV. #33-34—11th Anniversary double issue. 
Springa (SSD), Dave Smalley, Barry Henssler 
(Necros/Big Chief) & Richard Hell. Huge in- 
terview retrospective featuring Hiisker Dii, Neg. 
Approach, Siege, DK’s, Youth Brigade, 7 Sec- 
onds, Black Flag, MDC, AOF, Descendents, 
Kraut, Bad Brains and more. Plus a 7" with 
Verbal Assault (rare demo track), Shattered 
Silence and Daltonic. 120 pages, the issue I’m 
most proud of —$3.50 ppd/$5.00 overseas 


SPECIAL DEAL—any 3 back issues for 
$8.00 ppd/$12.00 overseas 


SUBURBAN VOICE RECORD LABEL 





SUBURBAN VOICE CHEAPIE 7'' COL- 
LECTION (SV 015)—A lot of my back issues 
are out of print. But I’ ve still got some 7" discs 
left, so I’ve put together a pack of 4 records, 
plus a cheesy xeroxed sleeve, but it’s cheap, so 
no one has any right to complain. The records 
come from Issues #28, 29, 30 and 32. The bands 
are Haywire, Left Insane (2 songs each), Ameri- 
can Standard, Crucial Youth, Sheer Terror, 
Crawlpappy, Slap Of Reality, 411 and Kingpin. 
A steal!—$4.00 ppd/$6.00 overseas 

















INCLUDED WITH THIS ISSUE: JON COUGAR 
CONCENTRATION CAMP:TUB*FED-UP 7" EP 






BOSTON HARDCORE ’91 EP (SV 005)— 
The same 7" that came with the now out-of-print 
issue #31—Sam Black Church (an early demo 
version of ‘“Formaldehead’’), Wrecking Crew (“Ig- 
norance Obeyed”) and Said & Done (“College 
Boy”). In a somewhat lame xeroxed sleeve, but 
cheap! Also fairly limited —$2.00 ppd/$4.00 
overseas 
















JON COUGAR CONCENTRATION CAMP--Just For You 
Chris*guitar/vocals Clinteguitar Travisebass Mikeedrums 
Contact: PO Box 710456, Santee, CA 92072 














ISOLATED-Punk Rock Tribute 7'"' EP (SV 
011)—AI (SV), Tim (Up Front, Eidolon, V.Card) 
and Scott (Said & Done, Eidolon, V.Card) cover 
the Adolescents (“Kids of the Black Hole”), 
Subhumans (“No”) and Minor Threat (‘Guilty 
Of Being White”) on this AIDS benefit record— 
$2.00 ppd/$4.00 overseas 


TUB--Today 
Jeffevocals/guitar Billebass/vocals Joe*edrums 
Contact: PO Box 2313, Peter Stuyvesant Station NY, NY 10009 






















FED UP--Then They'll Pay 

Scottevocals Matt*bass Frankeguitar Markeguitar Dannyedrums 

Recorded at Sound Asylum by Steve Werbelow and Howard Roth 
Produced by Matt and Steve 

Contact: 330 W. Valencia, Burbank, CA 91506 
















DALTONIC-4 song 7" EP (SV 010)--Punchy 
Boston hardcore, mixing up thrash, heavy riffs 
and melodic flourishes—$3.00 ppd/$5.00 over- 
seas 






THIRD DEGREE-Opium (SV 008)--4 song 
double 7"—Mid-tempo and melodic hardcore, at 
a low price—$2.00 ppd/$4.00 overseas 





SAID AND DONE-4 song 7" EP (SV 006)— 
Now a classic? Maybe. Emotionally-charged 
hardcore with more angst than you can shake a 
stick at—$3.00 ppd/$5.00 overseas (almost out 
of print) 


An stroger Fueled Catfi ét : 
S.F.'s Cockpit take on 
Seattle's Shugg in a Battle Royale! 


920 Broadway, Ste.1403 








New York, NY 10010 __ Coming Soon: , Still Available: 

HM: ph:212.254.2400 / fx: 212.254.2629 The Ultimate Pank/Mardcore/Noise Her Fault-“'Heritage” LP/CD/7" 
; E-Mail: bittsweet@aol.com N.Y. Collection- Bali Girls-"'s/t” Full-Length CD/7” 
sasommel Write for Free Stickers & a Catalog! "Welcome to N.Y., Now Go Home” Jimmies/Weaklings~ Full-Length Split CD/Lmt. Ed. Colored LP 








Note: the following letter comes from Bryan of 
Horace Pinker and was written in response to 
statements made by Doc Hopper inthe interview 
that appears in this issue. I want to be fair by 
presenting both sides of the story—AL 


Dear Al, 

Wow, after reading this interview with Doc 
Hopper I am totally blown away. It’s very strange 
how people can have completely different recol- 
lections of the same events. I could sit here and 
tell plenty of bad stories about Doc Hopper on 
that tour, but I an mot going to. [Well, maybe one 
or two] They burned a few bridges themselves 
and they know what I am talking about. Here’s 
our side of the story. 

This tour was totally fucked up and it was our 
fault. Doc Hopper wanted a friend of theirs to 
book the tour, but since he had never booked a 
tour before (that made us worry) I found a book- 
ing agent to do it. Little did I know that this guy 
was insane anda pathological liar. He completely 
screwed up the tour. Basically there was no tour! 
We hada handful of shows across the country and 
no tour itinerary. For the first couple of weeks we 
tried to salvage the tour but things were really 
messed up. We would show up to the gigs, pro- 
moters had no idea we were coming, no promo- 
tion, and no one would show up. This went on for 
weeks. It was our fault, Doc Hopper blamed us, 
and it was miserable but we still tried to make it 
work. After a few weeks of this, Scott got the 
chicken pox and we had to go back to Chicago 
and cancel a week of tour. During that week we 
realized there was no West Coast tour and only a 
few confirmed shows in the Mid-West. To top it 
all off, our van got broken into and a lot of our 
stuff was stolen. We were completely broke, 
Scott was sick, and there was a lot of inner band 
fighting, so we decided to drop off the tour. We 
told Doc Hopper they should do the same but they 
decided to go on. We also told them that we could 
take them to Europe as originally planned. Our 
booking agent said no because Doc Hopper was 
unknown and we were not big enough to bring 
another band over. I think this was another reason 
they were mad at us. The thing is, all we did was 
_ promote them in Europe so we could take them 
the next time. When we got back to the States is 
when we started hearing about all their shit talk. 

Now I would like to go through the interview 
and give our side to some of the comments Doc 
Hopper has made. About the “perfect time slot.” 
From the start of the tour, every night became a 
question of “who is going to headline?,” “who is 
bigger in this town?” Doc Hopper was just as 
much a part of this as we were. For instance, at the 
New York show, Greg came up and said, “There’s 
a mistake, you guys are listed as headlining. We 
just played here with No Use For A Name, so we 
should headline.” [I know I said I wasn’t going to 
tell stories, but that Jawbreaker thing they said 
was so stupid, I had to respond.] It became such 


a big ego thing, it made playing shows with them 
suck. As for the whole money issue, there was no 
money. Both bands were getting paid about $20 
to $50 bucks a show (if there was a show) and that 
was on a good night. And “‘Not financially worth 
it to us?” We never said that. It was not a issue of 
making enough money but of how much money 
do we want to lose. We have been touring non- 
stop for almost 5 years now (something Doc 
Hopper has not done) and H.P. is about $30,000 
dollars in debt. We do not have any more money 
to lose. It is as simple as that. 

The whole Fat Wreck thing and the Face To 
Face thing is bullshit. Yes, we are happy to have 
a 7" on Fat Wreck but it is just a 7". We never 
thought it was going to make us famous. Some 
promoters use the Fat logo on our flyers and that 
brings out a few more people to the shows but that 
is about it. And our split with Face To Face was 
done because they were our friends. Face To Face 
were just starting out when that was put together. 
How could we know they were going to get big. 
That’s just a stupid thing to say Chris. 

The “Suck Shit” tour split and the T-shirts are 
between me and Doc Hopper. Horace Pinker had 
nothing to do with it. I started a label before the 
tour began and my first release was the split. I told 
Doc Hopper they would get 10% of the press as 
payment but that I needed to sell the split on tour 
in order to recoup the money. It would have made 
no sense for both of us to sell the same record on 
the same tour. They said that was OK. As for the 
T-shirts, I printed 100 of them as a promotional 
thing for the label, the bands, and the tour. I told 
Doc Hopper I was doing it and they said OK. I 
gave them and all their friends T-shirts whenever 
they wanted them. I also gave the shirts to zines, 
promoters, and record stores. I took a few dozen 
to Europe right before the Doc Hopper tour and I 
told them about it and they were excited that their 
name was getting promoted in Europe. I lost a lot 
of money on the shirts, but I knew that was going 
to happen—it was promotion, not some major 
label merchandising deal. But, as I found out 
later, Doc Hopper wanted a cut for using their 
name. Talk about money-hungry. That doesn’t 
sound too punk rock to me. If Doc Hopper had a 
problem with the T-shirt thing, they should have 
told me in the first place. 

As for the Weston thing, I have no idea what 
Doc Hopper is talking about. Weston is one of my 
favorite bands and I would have loved to have 
traded shirts with them. 

Now on to the Metro show. We have been 
friends with the Bollweevils for a long time (a lot 
longer than Doc Hopper). The Bollweevils were 
not looking out for Doc Hopper, the were getting 
back at us. The drummer for the Bollweevils 
(now ex-drummer) was mad at Scott (our guitar 
player). He tried to get us thrown off the show but 
instead they made us open. We were told that we 
were lucky to even be playing, and to further the 
insult everyone got paid the same except for us. 
Doc Hopper knew this and they were not going to 
tell us. That is why I threatened to not split the 
money with them in Arizona. We were all pissed 


off and I later apologized for saying that. It was a 
weird night and just a bunch of band bullshit. We 
have nothing bad to say about the Bollweevils 
and we still talk to them. It happened, it was 
stupid, and it’s over. 

The Pensacola show is a mystery. I have no 
idea what they are talking about. The promoter 
was also a friend of ours and getting paid $135 
dollard was one of the biggest pay shows of the 
whole tour. All I know is there was a fight over 
who was going to headline that night. 

The part about us having Doc Hopper tell the 
promoters Scott was sick really pisses me off. We 
did that for their benefit and they know it! When 
Scott got sick in Alabama and we had to cancel a 
week of shows we called the promoters. Once 
they heard we were not coming they cancelled the 
shows. We told Doc Hopper we would not call 
promoters and cancel so Doc Hopper would still 
have shows. This was decided in Chicago and 
Doc Hopper thanked us for it. And yes, it made us 
look like assholes and a lot of promoters are still 
mad at us. 

What really upsets me about this whole thing is 
that I really like Doc Hopper. They are one of my 
favorite bands and it really sucks that for the past 
year they have done nothing but go around the 
country and talk shit about us. The last time we 
saw them was at the last show in Tempe, AZ, and 
it was nothing but hugs and friendly goodbyes. 
Only after they left did we hear about all the bad 
mouthing. They never said anything to our faces, 
only behind our backs and now in a zine. I even 
talked with Greg on the phone when they were on 
tour with Weston and he was very friendly to me. 
Up to this day we have never said one bad thing 
about them. I still think they area great band. Ijust 
wish they would let it rest. Thanks. 


Bryan Jones/Horace Pinker 


Dear Parris, 

What the hell is your problem?! I’m talking 
about your column in SV #37. We can all see that 
you don’t like Nirvana, and that’s great, you have 
every right to. But you hate them for all the wrong 
reasons. Nirvanais my favorite band in the world. 
And don’t say they were my favorite band. Just 
because Kurt’s gone doesn’t mean that the music 
is gone. As I was saying, you hate them for 
reasons that don’t matter. I know that Kurt was a 
junkie. I know that he had a fucked up childhood. 
I know that he was depressed all the time. And 
you know what, I could give a flying fuck about 
all these things. That’s all great, but what does it 
have to do with me. I like Nirvana for the music. 
What I’m saying to you is that you should hate 
Nirvana for their music. Unless you knew Kurt 
personally, then all the crap that goes on in his life 
doesn’t matter to you. I can understand your 
anger about the comparison to John Lennon. But 
when someone made that comparison, I don’t 
think that they had the musical skill in mind, as 
you stated. They meant that it made people feel a 
certain way when they heard the music. 

As to your Hole spiel, I agree with you. No 


really, I do. Well, kinda. I hate Hole too. They 
suck dick! But I don’t hate them because 
Courtney’s a skank or because they are only 
commercially successful because their leader was 
married to arock star. I just don’t care! The music 
bites! That’s all there is to it! It’s terrible! The 
whole pointto this letter, if there is one, is that you 
should just listen to the music. Just try to block out 
all the crap you’ve heard about a band and just 
friggin’ listen! 

I can see that you are capable of doing this. In 
your Top 10 LP’s for ’94, you said you liked 
Green Day’s “Dookie.” And you said that you 
could give a crap that people call them sellouts. I 
agree with you. People who hate Green Day 
because other people like them are just stupid. 
People just need to say, “I don’t like their music.” 
Not, “Green Day! Those trendy pieces of shit! I 
can’t stand them.” 

Inclosing, all I’m asking is that you hate bands 
for their music. Although doing that might put a 
big dent in your column career, just do it. 


John Wilson/Temecula, CA 


Actually, my friend, I have listened to both 
Nirvana and Hole. And while I see your point, I 
must admit that what I’ve heard—mostly the 
singles, I admit freely—did not inspire me to 
listen further. I still maintain that both bands are 
two of the most overrated bands I’ve ever heard 


and heard of. Not to slam you—I appreciate your 


writing in—but neither one do any- 
thing for me at all and J still stand 
by my opinions as printed. At least 
we agree on Courtney, though!— 
Chris [AKA Parris] 


Dear Al, 

I would just like to say thank you 
for No. 38. It was one of the best 
zines I have read all year. The 
Swingin’ Utters interview was 
pretty damn good. I also loved your 
interview with the Pist, even if it 
was short, ‘cos they have a lot of 
intelligent things to say (They broke 
up, by the way—AL). What I really 
like about the issue was the col- 
umns. I would like to congratulate 
Parris on his column, because most 
metalheads I know are either jack- 
ass jocks or right-wingers. None of 
them are capable of the brilliant 
commentary that Parris wrote. The 
only issue that Parris failed to com- 
ment on is the fact that this society 
can often make women as shallow 
as men. For example, a girl who I 
was very briefly involved with last 
year broke off the relationship be- 
cause I was talking too much and 
we weren’t spending enough time 
fucking each other. Maybe I was 
being too intellectual about the 


polyvinyl 


whole thing, but I really wanted to get inside her 
head and not be entirely physical. Unfortunately, 
these girls are conditioned to be shallow by such 
magazines as Sassy and Seventeen and that ilk. 
From what I have seen, these magazines promote 
being subservient and faking personalities to have 
relationships. They tell girls that it is better to be 
the girl a boy wants them to be rather than the girl 
they are. My best friend broke up with a girl 


because she refused to disagree with him about - 


anything. Still being a high-schooler, I know how 
brainwashed, shallow and sexist society can be. 
Some kids have “races” to see who can have sex 
first over the weekend. Guys who have lots of sex 
are “players” and are viewed as cool but girls are 
viewed as “hoes” and “bitches.” 

On roughly the same note, I just saw one of the 
scariest things I have ever seen. Living in the 
middle of nowhere, I sometimes find myself 
watching TV. I was flipping through the stations 
yesterday when pro wrestling came on. Aside 
from the usual general idiocy, there was a militant 
chauvanist who was boasting that he was not 
being suppressed by women and he yelled a lot 
about how men need to reassert their authority 
over women. It was frightening stuff. Even more 
frightening was that he was one of the most 
popular actors, as far as I could see. 


Kris Paddock, c/o The Politburo, PO Box 53, 
Boston, MA 02117 
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Kris—Hey, don’t knock wrestling. Them’s fight- 
ing woids to yours truly and my fellow wrasslin’ 
enthusiast Andy T. Seriously, though, that line 
about men needing to “reassert their author- 
ity” —I just read an article in the August ’96 issue 
of The Progressive about a Christian men’s 
group called Promise Keepers who want to do 
just that. Recommended reading for those want- 
ing to know more about the perpetuation of our 
patriarchal society. Come to think of it, The 
Progressive is required reading, period—AL 


Dear S.V./Al, 

In SV #38, Al’s column included the issue of 
our schools’ practices of censorship of students’ 
apparel and attitudes. As a high school student in 
Maine, I have seen this firsthand. My school bans 
certain clothes that they deem “‘offensive.” While 
this may seem reasonable to some, our “school 
handbook” contains no guidelines to what is 
“offensive” or “proper.” I’m not rich and I can’t 
afford to go buy a shirt and be told I can’t wear it. 
My school claims their policy will make every- 
one happier by not offending each other. If 
everyone’s so happy, why do half the kids skip 
class to smoke pot daily? (And for the record, lam 
not one of those kids) And who has the right to 
arbitrarily decide what is offensive? I’m a HC/ 
punk listener who would love to ban Hootie & 
The Blowfish and that crap, but do I see Hootie 
shirts banned? No. Just because I don’t like them 
doesn’t mean they’re banned. Why should the 
school get to censor what they don’t 
like? They think they’re preparing 
us for “the real world,” but it’s it 
THEY who need a dose of reality. 
Coercion should not be tolerated in 
any form. When my school pays for 
my clothes, then and only then will 
I allow them to choose my clothes. 





Eon May/Nobleboro, ME 


Here’s some good news— 
the Massachusetts Supreme Judi- 
cial Court recently ruled that high 
school students can “engage in 
expression that may be vulgar, as 
long as it doesn’t create disruption 
or disorder” (Boston Globe, 8/11/ 
96). So you Massachusetts high 
schoolers have the law on your side 
if your principal decides he/she 
doesn’t like your Marilyn Manson 
or White Zombie shirt. That deci- 
sion stems from a case involving 
two kids from Hadley, MA who 
were disciplined for wearing “Coed 
Naked” shirts to school. Chock up 
another win for free speech and 
congratulations to the Mass. Civil 


postpaid Liberties Union for their part in 
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this victory. It makes me proud to 





polyvin@prairienct.org 
Send $1 or 4 IRCs fora 
zine and catalog. 





Cash/Check/M.0. payable to Polyvinyl. 


be a card-carrying ACLU mem- 
ber!—AL 
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RANDOM THOUGHTS 
by AL 






“It just doesn’t matter if you go to church every 

Sunday, or if your (sic) a “good” person, or if you 
follow all your churches doctrine that will sup- 
posedly get you to heaven. Jesus Christ is the only 
way to God, nota church or your “good works.” 
Follow the bible not the man-made doctrines of a 
religion, it will get you nowhere... You think you 
can be saved by the works and the things that you 
do...Confession to a man, won't save your 
sins...Say your hail marys all you want, it won't 
save your sins. There’s only one way to God, 
through Jesus Christ his son.” —Overcome, “The 
Religion Lie.” : 

The above quote appears on a so-called punk 
album by the band Overcome, on the Tooth & 
Nail label. This is bothersome stuff to me. I 
touched on it, briefly, in my last column (and this 
is a slightly reconfigured version of my column 
from the latest issue of Retrogression) but I want 
to go into more detail, here. 

Punk and hardcore have always been some- 
thing special to me. Not to come across sappy or 
naive (after all, I’m older and more cynical, now) 
but my involvement in the “scene” was definitely 
stimulated by my rejection of blindly following 
authority, doing what was expected of me, of 
having to work anywhere that ran contrary to my 
morals and ethics. Contrarian, anti-authoritarian, 
etc... And, now, what’s happening in the hardcore 
scene? An infusion of religious dogma. Oh, it’s 
nothing new. The whole Hare Krishna thing’s 
been with us for awhile, starting with the Cro- 
Mags and Youth Of Today and leading up to 
present-day messiahs Shelter. I’ve written about 
it, debated it and been over it in this ‘zine for 
years. And it’s nothing exclusive to the hardcore 
or punk scenes... 

There seems to be some sort of religious re- 
vival going on, at least from my perspective. A 
recent Gallup poll states that 48% of people who 
align themselves with the religious right say that 
a constitutional amendment should be adopted 
“declaring that the United States is a Christian 
nation”! There’s also the growth of Christian- 
oriented radio and television; the growth of Chris- 
tian music; Jars Of Clay, a contemporary Chris- 
tian band, are crossing over to a mainstream 
audience. There’s a two-day “Christian 
Woodstock” event going on in Washington, DC 
as I write this. I just got a flyer for this year’s 
“Mosh Fest, a 30 band, 2 day event occurring in 
Michigan, with such bands as Jesus Freaks, Glo- 
rious Thunder and others. The flyer says it’s “the 
first Christian music event of it’s kind to gear 
totally towards the “Generation X” music fan...in 
addition to entertaining and uplifting the “be- 
liever,” the goal of “The Mosh Fest” is to draw a 
large crowd never exposed to “Christian Music.” 
Our hope is to enable this particular concert goer 
to leave with an encouraged heart and a new 
appreciation for music with positive and uplifting 


messages, in the very music styles they desire!” 

Is this some benign fellowship? The cynic in 
me believes that something more insidious and 
indoctrinational is at work, here. Tooth & Nail 
releases Christian punk and hardcore music. Sur- 
prisingly, some of these releases have been get- 
ting a free ride in other punk and underground 
publications. Lollipop ‘zine had a full-color, in- 
side cover ad from this label and one of the 
reviews for Overcome states “Sure, they throw in 
the occasional Jesus line, but unless you’ re read- 
ing the words, you won’t be bothered by it.” I do 
happen to think it’s important to pay attention to 
the lyrics, I don’t want to support bands that spew 
religious dogma any more than I want to support 
bands that espouse racistideals. Would this writer 
say the same thing about that sort of album— 
“unless you’re reading the words”? What acrock! 

The message can be soft-pedalled all they like. 
These individuals think that, no matter what you 
do, no matter your deeds or your reaching out to 
make a difference, if you don’t say the magic 
words “Jesus Christ,” then you’ re going to hell. 
End of discussion. 

In my opinion, the heirarchical nature of reli- 
gion, the acceptance of faith in a supreme spirit or 
being and the reliance on that being to act as a sort 
of panacea for all problems is irrational behavior. 
Some might argue that my sense of right and 
wrong, of justice and fairness is, in fact, rooted in 
a Judeo-Christian tradition. That might be true; 
I’mnot saying that everything in the Bible is evil. 
There’s plenty of good to go with the bad. It’s just 


‘that we’ve had ages and ages of persecution, 


warfare, hatred and prejudice based on religious 
differences and beliefs and I don’t need a deity or 
a belief in God to get me through my life. I don’t 
need to engage in superstitious rituals, to think 
that praying to some entity is going to make 
everything better. Strength comes from within— 
you are the master of your own destiny, you 
determine what you want to do with your life and, 
hopefully, you follow the right path...tome, that’s 
common sense (a trait that many people sadly 
lack) and can be accomplished without the clap- 
trap of religion. 

So, hopefully, people will pay attention to the 
messages being put forth by some of these bands 
and question them and confront them at every 
possible opportunity. We need to pay attention to 
this shit!! 

More evidence that this country is truly back- 
wards and FUCKED—The Congress voted 342- 
67 to oppose recogntion of gay marriage. What 
this means is that even if a committed gay couple 
have been together for many years, it prevents 
one partner in a homosexual relationship from 
claiming Social Security, veterans’ or other ben- 
efits in the event of the other’s death or disability. 
342-67...un-fucking-believable. Another reason 
I have no faith in this country—the freedoms 
allegedly represented by the stars ‘n stripes sure 
as hell don’t protect certain elements. One of the 
sponsors of the bill, Bob Barr from Georgia, tub- 
thumped the following: “The flames of hedo- 


nism, the flames of narcissism, the flames of self- 
centered morality are licking at the very founda- 
tions of our society...we must be resolute. This is 
an issue of fundamental importance to our fami- 
lies and our children.” Barr, by the way, has been 
married three times.2 Great family values, Bob. 
Another sponsor was ex-NFL star Steve Largent, 
now a freshman Republican congressman from 
Oklahoma. Steve must’ ve had his head jarred a 
few too many times by defensive backs. If I’d 
known his reactionary, regressive politics while 
he was playing for the Seahawks, I would’ ve 
wanted those Patriots’ DB’s to separate said head 
from his body (sorry if I offend any of you 
pacifists—it’s just some childish spouting!) 

Why are athletes so conservative, anyway? I 
listen to sports radio and hear homophobic and 
intolerant commentary all the time, from both 
callers and hosts. Dennis Rodman, admittedly, 
looks like a freak but, contrary to assumptions 
about his outlandish attire and “fuck the world” 
attitude, he isn’t a criminal and, on the court, is a 
tremendous player. But because he looks differ- 
ent and doesn’t fit in with conventional appear- 
ances, he gets lumped in the with the “‘criminal 
element,” as one host put it. 

There’s also a call to ban athletes who have 
more than one drug violation. People calling for 
this sort of career termination don’t undertand the 
nature of drug addiction. It’s a tough thing to 
do—I’ve had a close friend and a relative who 
have gone through hell before finally kicking 
their habits. It’s a disease...sure, people can mor- 
alize and say “they knew what they were getting 
into,” but let's help them and give them the 
support and opportunity to get on with their lives. 
If someone makes the effort to turn it around, then 
they deserve such a chance. I hate the New York 
Yankees with every ounce of my being but I’m 
rooting for both Darryl Strawberry and Doc 
Gooden to make it back. Strawberry was delin- 
quent with child support payments but seems to 
be attempting to make amends, now. Gooden 
already pitched a no-hitter and seems to have 
straightened himself out. Time will tell. But when 
wife-beaters like Atlanta Braves manager Bobby 
Cox or Minnesota Vikings’ QB Warren Moon 
aren’t subjected to the same level of outrage as 
athletes with substance problems then it smells of 
hypocrisy. It should, admittedly, be on a case by 
case basis. Michael Irvin of the Dallas Cowboys 
was caught with cocaine and got off with proba- 
tion and a four game suspension. You can bet 
your ass that if he was just plain Michael Irvin, not 
Michael Irvin of the Cowboys, he’d be doing 
serious jail time and those hardcore Cowboys 
fans would probably look at him as some degen- 
erate drug user instead of a star receiver. Some 
want his hide, anyway. He hasn’t been too con- 
trite on the matter, which is disturbing. Once 
again, if he has a problem, I hope he addresses it 
and is able to get on with his life. But I still hate 
the Cowboys—as much as I hate the Yankees! 

I know, that’s what I get for being a sports fan. 
The typical JOCK mentality, which tends to 
emphasize the straight ‘n narrow, the whole “god, 





Upper left is the first 10 incher from The McRackins! Eight new songs, 
recorded in their very own garage. This EP, entitled "Short & Sweet", is 
also available on CD, either format only $7 postpaid. Includes, "Mickey 
and Mallory", "Colorado Van Crash", and "Polyanna". "In On The Yolk", 
is the McRackins most recent LP/CD, their fourth! It's got 14 fast catchy 
punk tunes that Zip right by, leaving you in a music induced frenzy! Also 
available, full length CDs from The Dogmatics, Parasites, Jawbreaker, 
Droogies, and Mark Brodie & The Beaver Patrol. Also, singles from 
Sunnychar, Loose Change, Jawbreaker, Parasites, McRackins, and Mark 
Brodie & The Beaver Patrol. (for a catalog send a SSAE to, 

Shredder Records, 75 Plum Tree #3, San Rafael, CA 94109) Mail 
order from Subterranean, checks payable to Subterranean, P.O. 
2530, Berkeley, CA 94702. CD's $9, Singles $3.50, LP's $8 each ppd. 
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country and football” mantra—and deviants from 
the mold are scorned. 

Not that I’d ever want to go there, anyway, 
since it’s a completely cheesy tourist trap, but 
here’s another good reason to stay away from the 
Bull & Finch Pub in Boston, also known as 
“Cheers” (you know, fromthe TV series?). Owner 
Tom Kershaw, a long time Republican stalwart, 
recently staged a party fundraiser there, with 
Newt Gingrich appearing. I won’t patronize a 
business owned by this person. Will you? 

The welfare reform bill (AKA “The Personal 
Responsibility And Work Opportunity Act”) that 
President Clinton signed is quite troubling. So 
much so that I'm having a tough time justifying 
whether or notI can vote for him this time around. 
The reform abolishes Aid To Families With De- 
pendent Children, one of the cornerstones of the 
New Deal, replacing it with fixed-sum “block 
grants” for states to spend on aid programs. If 
someone lives in a state with a welfare-slashing 
mentality (as with Gov. Weld in Massachusetts), 
poor folks in that state could be royally fucked. 
Other provisions of the bill: states would be 
prohibited from using federal money to provide 
welfare assistance to families for more than five 
years; elimination of federal welfare payments to 
legal immigrants; reduction in SSI benefits for 
children; modification of food stamp programs 
that increase countable income, reduces benefits, 
requires older children to file with their children 
and limits nonworking childless adults to a one- 
time, three month period of eligibility.3 

In addition, single mothers on welfare who 
refuse to cooperate in identifying the fathers of 
their children could lose at least 25% of their 
benefits. Unmarried teen mothers will get ben- 
efits only if they stay at home and in school. What 
if the pregnancy was caused by molestation from 
a family member? Is staying at home an option? 
Sen. Moynihan from NY calls the bill “an ob- 
scene act of social regression” and states “the 
premise of this legislation is that the behavior of 
certain adults can be changed by making the lives 
of their children as wretched as possible.” As 
Jonathan Alter puts it in Newsweek (8/12/96), 
“The new law is not conservative. It’s radical. It 
throws the dice on the future without knowing the 
consequences.”4 

A report from the Urban Institute, a nonprofit 
policy research organization based in Washing- 
ton, DC, predicts these reforms could throw more 
than a million children into poverty: “Our find- 
ings show that the proposed welfare reform 
changes would increase poverty and reduce in- 
comes of families in the lowest income group... We 
estimate that 2.6 million more persons would fall 
below the poverty line as a result, including 1.1 
million children.” Furthermore, they state, “most 
long-term recipients who leave welfare for jobs 
will not earn enough to move above the poverty 
line.”5 

Certainly, welfare reform is necessary. People 
need to get off the dole and get to work. But are 


good jobs out there? Some states provide jobs to 
get people off welfare. Wisconsin, for instance, 
has cut its welfare rolls but has also invested 
money in job training, health benefits, child care 
and other support.® On the other hand, according 
to The Progressive, it's not solving the problem of 
poverty, but making things worse: "The new 
program, called Wisconsin Works, will leave 
75% of participants with less money than they 
have now, according to an analysis by the bipar- 
tisan Legislative Fiscal Bureau." The editorial 
goes onto state, "During the month of June, 1200 
participants in a small-scale, welfare reform ex- 
periment were cut off welfare and had their food 
stamps reduced to $10 a month because they 
missed an appointment with a caseworker or job- 
trainer...Social service agencies in Milwaukee 
report a rise in homelessness and hunger as a 
result of the cutoffs." They conclude, "Purging 
the rolls--not improving people's lives--seems to 
be the only goal of today's welfare games."7 

You also have to wonder just how much pri- 
vate industry will pick up the slack, in this era of 
downsizing. And, often, the same people who 
want to slash welfare also oppose raising the 
minimum wage. There are no easy answers but a 
lot of pain seems inevitable with the passage of 
this bill. I was listening to a discussion of these 
issues on NPR, recently, and a woman calling in 
voiced concern about the US becoming a “third 
world nation,” where a small percentage of the 
population are well-off and the majority in poy- 
erty and she spoke of a fand of “gated communi- 
ties with armed guards.” This seems to be nothing 
less than class warfare. A blatant attack on the 
most vulnerable and defenseless. In fact, attempts 
to abolish welfare, opposition of the minimum 
wage, continued downsizing to pump up corpo- 
rate profits could be perceived as salvos in sucha 
class war. 

I suppose Clinton’s better than Dole and we 
also have to consider the Supreme Court ques- 
tion—the Court is conservative enough, already. 
Can you imagine how many more liberties will be 
reduced if Dole’s able to name any more right- 
wing justices like Thomas or Scalia? So it’s a 
tough call. [laugh when I hear Clinton referred to 
as a liberal or a socialist. He sounds more and 
more like a moderate Republican. The lesser of 
evils, but not someone I feel really good about 
voting for. 

My college acquaintance (I won’t call him a 
friend ‘cause he never did stay in touch) George 
once said “every band has at least one good 
song.” He probably stole it from somewhere but 
I’m not sure about that... It’s 12:30 AM on a 
Saturday night and I’m listening to “The Best Of 
Tuxedomoon.” They had exactly TWO good 
songs, in fact GREAT songs—”What Use” and 
“No Tears.” The balance of their material was 
pretentious progressive/artsy-fartsy avant-garde 
shit. “What Use,” though, is a brooding synth/ 
electronic pop mantra with the classic line, 
“What’s the use of feeling betrayed/ What’s the 
use of feeling at all?,” while “No Tears” is a 


relentless new wave anthem with amazing Devo- 
ish keyboards and an unhinged vocal perfor- 
mance by Winston Tong. Lemme tell ‘ya—Ellen 
might be sick of hearing me play “What Use” all 
the time these past few years but it helps me get 
through it all, y’know? In that haunting, dreary 
arrangement (with a cool bubbling bass line) is a 
melodic hook that won’t let go and it also, inex- 
plicably, almost always cheers me up. Go figure. 
Anyway, if the thought of listening to something 
kind of new wavish doesn’t scare you off, these 
songs beg to be heard. Next time, perhaps some 
ruminations on the brilliance of John Coltrane 
and Cecil Taylor but I don’t want to tear down too 
much of my hardcore/punk cred in one issue! 
SOURCE NOTES: 

IBoston Globe, 8/10/96 

2Boston Globe, 7/13/96 

3"Potential Effects Of Congressional Welfare Reform 
Legislation on Families” from an Urban Institute report 
4 Newsweek, 8/5 and 8/12/96 

"Potential Effects Of Congressional Welfare Reform 
Legislation on Families” from an Urban Institute report 
6Newsweek, 8/12/96 

7The Progressive, Sept. 1996 


IT'S MY DIME 


by Larry Boyd 





Sigh...in last issue’s column, where you saw 
“tenacious,” it shoulda been “tenuous.” And where 
you saw “‘irreverent,” it should been “reverent.” 
That Al, he’s such a kidder. But as long as we’re 
playing “It Pays To Increase Your Word Power,” 
this issue’s word was donated by a female co- 
worker: Queep (Queeps, Queeping, Queeper, 
etc.): A woman who passes gas while having sex 
has “queeped.” The things you learn on the night 
shift... 

If it wasn’t for lawyers, politicians would be 
the lowest form of life on earth. In fact, the only 
use for politicians (at best) is that they give 
lawyers something to aspire to. Repeat after me: 
THEY ALL LIE. THEY ALL SUCK. But if 
voting for Clinton helps to keep that utterly use- 
less fucking cipher Bob ‘Tell Me What To Say 
Next” Dole out of the White House, then Billy C. 
can count on my vote. Dole seems to think the 
Presidency is his due for being a career politician. 
Hell, I’d rather see Ronald Reagan in his present 
state be President than Dole (Um, on second 
thought...). Of course Clinton sucks too, but now 
that he’s broken in there’s no way he’d be worse 
than Dole (yeah, right, Perot. As if—). I’m not at 
the point where I’m actually voting for someone 
I like; such a day is unlikely to ever come. But I 
will cast a vote on.election day. Whan an Ameri- 
can I am. And you? 

So at what point does media coverage of the 
burning of Black churches turn these incidents 
into a manufactured trend? 


That young lad on the cover of Rage Against 
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The Machine’s “Evil Empire” LP is a kid super- 
hero from the 1940’s whose name was 
Crimebuster. He had a‘*C” on his chest and not an 
“BR” back in the golden age of comics. His faith- 
ful sidekick was a monkey named Squeeks. . 

I have an easier time liking RATM in theory 
than in practice. Their “Bulls On Parade” vid sure 
does stick out on MTV...and then the song is over 
and it’s, “Hi, we’re back live at the beach as our 
countdown continues...” I like the chutzpah in- 
volved in their confrontational approach and I 
have no reason to question their sincerity—they 
sure ain’t doin’ it the easy way—but these guys 
are already set for life financially, aren’t they? I'd 
really like to hear them speak of these times about 
a decade from now. It takes more guts to be 
RATM in ’96 than it took to be the Jefferson 
Airplane in ’69 but perhaps not more than it took 
to be The Minutemen in ’84 or Public Enemy in 
88. Or The Weavers in the early 50’s, for that 
matter. 

If it was considered sacrilege that The Beatles’ 
“Revolution” was used in an Air Nike commer- 
cial some years back, what the hell does it mean 
that Air Nike promoted the US Olympic team 
(not to mention their shoes) in a commercial 
featuring The Stooges’ “Search And Destroy”? 
The mind boggles... 

While you and I rightfully scoff at the exist- 
ence of a “Church Of Cobain” (as seen on MTV 
News) (And since found out to be a hoax—AL), 
don’t forget it took over three centuries for Chris- 
tianity to go from being a radical Jewish spinoff 
cult to the official religion of the Roman empire. 
Not that I’d wanna encourage those pathetic 
saps—er, I mean poor misguided souls... 

Backinsimplertimes they were called “falsies” 
but now, according to the infomercial I’ve seen 
far too many times after midnight on TV, they’ re 
called Accents—flesh colored bags of fluid stuck 
down a woman’ s frontin sucha way as to produce 
the illusion of a larger chest. Big fronts are all the 
rage these days, and it’s women telling other 
women (on this infomercial) that they shouldn’t 
be caught without one, even if they have to fake 
it—and they have the product which will help 
‘em do just that, for a mere 90 bucks (marked 
down from $150!). We are shown a succession of 
“before and after” photos, with a lot of very pretty 
but glum-faced women in the “before” pix trans- 
forming into ecstatic possessors of a simulated 
bigger front in the “after” pix. And don’t they feel 
better/more attractive/”more evenly propor- 
tioned” with these $90 bags of fluid stuck down 
their fronts? You betcha! Personally, I’ ve tended 
to agree with what my Grammy Boyd told me 
long ago: ‘More than a handful’s a waste.” And 
I drift back to visions of the lovely Roxanne Farr 
back in Tempe when we were in the 9th grade; she 
once had the misfortune to leave her house having 
added some tissue paper frontal fortification...but 
only on one side. Kinda lopsided she was... But 
what I’d really like to see is “Accents For Men.” 


Get some guys to make the same sort of insulting, 
insinuating spiel to the rest of us guys; Show 
some “before and after” pix of the technologi- 
cally enhanced crotch bulge and the beaming 
smiles of these modified men; maybe get a modi- 
fied babe to glance over admiringly and purr “is 
that a flesh colored bag of fluid in your pants or 
are you just glad to see me?” 

A few years back, when I wrote about the death 
of band leader and Anthrax-era scenester Jack 
Etes, I referred to him as “my best friend’s best 
friend.” On July 9th my best friend Scott Hudgins 
of Norwalk, CT succumbed to the fist-sized brain 
tumor which had turned his personality inside out 
in the year before it was discovered, far too late. 
He was 38. We had been most tight for over 20 
years. 

Jack Etes was easy to write about; he was 
someone who consciously reinvented himself as 
a“punk rock guy” and there was no bond between 
us. ButI can’t write about Scott like that. Because 
within the confines of this column, as within the 
self-imposed boundaries of his life, there was 
much more to him than could be simply, ad- 
equately expressed. What I will do is dedicate, in 
spirit if not substance, all future columns to the 
memory of my best friend, Scott Hudgins. He 
won’ t be replaced. 

That’s all for now. Sailor Moon is God(dess). 
See you next time. 


IN MY HEAD 
by Chris 

Uh-oh, I feel a rant a-comin’. If Al can do this, 
so can I so humor me for a bit, OK? The title of 
this particular installment is “Das Scene; Das Big 
Lie,” so if you’re easily offended by opinions 
against or disagree with the punk scene and its 
tenets, you may want to turn elsewhere in the 
mag. Otherwise, here goes! ; 

Why is it that the punk scene touts itself as so 
vastly open-minded and liberal as compared to 
the mainstream when, in truth, punks can be great 
examples of the herd mentality? That’s right, the 
very same thing that you villify jocks and Dead- 
heads and Hootie And The Blowfish fans (oooh, 
would I love to strafe one of their concerts with 
napalm!!!) for, kiddies! Why is it that the punk 
scene touts itself as so free-thinking and indepen- 
dent when in truth so many punks seem to rely so 
heavily upon “Das Scene” to give them their 
thoughts and opinions for them? Why is it your 
hairdos, fashions and piercings (how are you 
gonna explain that scrotum piercing to your kid 
when yer 35, pal?) are supposedly natural and a 
product of a massive overbearing urge to Express 
Thyself? When more likely they’re just as con- 
trived as any mainstream band’s image? Why the 
hell am I asking all these damn questions? To see 
if any of you can come up with some damn 
answers, that’s why! I can give you answers, not 
that you’ll like ‘em or anything but, hey, life 
sucks anyway, right? You’re all nihilists here, 





right? So what’s a few good blunt questions to 
you—nothing, right? Well then, let’s hear some 
answers from the lot of you on this subject. 

(Before I go on, let me state that this is not 
directed at what I consider “real” punks, the ones 
who really let their brains work and make their 
own decisions and opinions based on their own 
thoughts. It’s the likes of the MRR crowd I’m 
mad at here, so let’s clear that up right away!) 

Here’s a possible answer to my questions; the 
kids and others who let “Das Scene” dictate their 
every thought, move, word, etc. have no life or 
clue as to how to go about being their own people, 
so they glom onto something bigger than they are 
and let it completely rearrange their lives. They 
had a name for that at the beginning of the 
century, kids, in Russia: Communism. As in the 
negative aspects of what was initially intended to 
be a means of rendering all citizens truly equal 
and instilling the beginnings of an equal society 
in their minds. Therefore, a perfect society. In 
fact, it’s funny how much the punk scene tends to 
mirror that, in my opinion’ the “mucky-mucks” 
like Tim Yohannan pump out tons of propaganda 
every month in their fanzines to the scenesters, 
who then spread it like its gospel. Think aboutit, 
question it? Never! Isn’t that what punks are 
supposed to do, question everything? By the way, 
Tim, if you’re so punk and underground why do 
you let large chain stores who cater to the new 
generation of “McPunks” you seem to hate (like 
Newbury Comics in this region) carry MRR? It 
all sounds like Communist propaganda if you ask 
me. Not that I have anything against Commu- 
nists, mind you. It struck me as a good parallel. 
And, as aresult of said propaganda, more kids fall 
prey to “Das Scene” and its negative, destructive 
ways of “thinking.” “Smash the system, smash 
the state,” you scream. Yeah, yeah, enough with 
the whining already. Got news for ‘ya—as long 
as you live in an apartment and pay rent and bills, 
you ARE the system, idiots! The only way you 
won’ t be a part of the system is to live in a squat 
or a cardboard box and eat your own shit or live 
off of rice. I have nothing against squatters, as 
long as they’re doing it because it’s something 
they truly believe in—but the average McPunk 
who thinks he’s so cool wouldn’t even consider 
actually doing anything of the sort. Mommy and 
Daddy’s house is the only home they know, But 
I digress. 

You may ask what gives me the right to dis 
“your” scene so thoroughly and viciously? Well, 
I say “your” scene because I write this as a 
relative outsider to “‘your” scene. In other words, 
I enjoy punk rock (let the record show I was 
listening to The Clash when they were still to- 
gether, which is when most of you little crusty/ 
spiky wannabes were still in diapers, if even 
around!) along with other kinds of music, which 
I make no apologies for and Lhave a life. A very 
nice, enjoyable, fulfilling life, thank you very 
much. I have many hobbies and interests, a great 
girlfriend who puts up with my motor mouth 
quite well, many friends and I love it. OK, my 
job’s shite but what else is new? [also havea great 
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band I play bass in, the Dimestore Haloes, and I 
love it because the guys I play with are good 
friends and we are out to simply write great tunes 
and make friends as opposed to influencing people. 
So much for Carnegie’s theory. We’ re not out to 
change the world or some such concept that we 
expect “Das Scene” to buy, we just want to play 
what we think is good music. My point being that 
I have nothing to hide because I don’t have a 
hugely overbearing scene breathing down my 
neck trying to dictate my every moment on this 
planet! And I couldn’t care less even if I were 
involved in “Das Scene,” not that I want to to 
begin with. So what gives me the right to dis 
“your” scene? The fact I’ ve got my own mindset 
and opinions unlike so many others, that’s what. 
And hey, another question—what are YOU do- 
ing to improve your life if you’ re so horrified at 
the things around you? The more time you spend 
whining aboutit the less time you have to even try 
to make a change, kids! “Life is very short and 
there’s no time/For fussing and fighting, my 
friend” —"We Can Work It Out,” The Beatles. 

NotthatI expect to change anyone’s mind with 
this rant but it had to come out, eventually. And 
I don’t give a good goddamn that I said this 
because I doubt that anyone else aside from Al 
may have had the guts to do so. Think of it this 
way—without a good upheaval once in awhile, 
most Americans would never think and nothing 
else will make them think otherwise. If William 
Wallace could upset the applecart in 13th Cen- 
tury Scotland to help free his people, why can’t I 
at least attempt to make one or two people rethink 
the way they look at “Das Scene”? And do their 
own thing while they’re at it? OK, totally differ- 
ent time and context but it was the only thing that 
came to mind. Chew on this awhile if you would, 
just humor me and see what happens if you do, 
OK? Thanks... 

PARTING SHOTS: To Larry Boyd, referring 
to my Kurt Cobain column where I stated that the 
Beatles’ “Sgt. Pepper” LP has and will always 
have more staying power and timelessness than 
anything Nirvana ever put out. I do believe you 
missed my point Larry! My point was that what 
the Beatles wrote will go down as great and 
inspired pop songcraft ‘til who knows when. You 
may argue it sounds dated, as much of the late 60s 
psychedelic bands do, but if not for that LP and 
Mr. Jimi Hendrix’ spectacular work, the face of 
rock and roll would have stayed the same and 
never changed. In my opinion, Nirvana’s output, 
I reiterate, will never have the same amount of 
wit, charm and facility that John Lennon’s had 
and still has. It has nothing to do with any con- 
cepts of a “hippie Disneyland,” as you said; 
Cobain’s lyrics, as far as I’m concerned, are far 
too pretentious and self-absorbed to have the 
same lasting power as Lennon’s because Lennon 
& McCartney wrote in such a way as to reach out 
to everyone and tell stories all could relate to. At 
least most of the time they did, when they were 
sober! Your opinion and future opinions are wel- 
come and always will be and that is the truth, my 
friend. No offense meant or taken at all. 


WHO DO THEY 


REALLY FEAR? 
by Mike Thain 


There is a plan proposed by Greens and the 
United Nations, known as Agenda 21, to lead the 
world towards organic farming, “sustainable de- 
velopment” and population control, endangered 
species preservation and habitat continuity, bal- 
ancing the world’s human population at 9 billion 
by the year 2050 and building wildlife “corri- 
dors” between protected lands such as National 
Forests, in an attempt to safely connect animals to 
others of their species. The Christian right wing 
radicals attack this plan, not for its proposed 
violations of basic human rights but for the fact 
that it allows a worldview which respects nature 
and thus appears to be “Pagan.” These radicals 
seem to believe that Christian dogma takes prior- 
ity over common sense, freedom, environmental 
intelligence and even ultimate preservation of the 
human species. 

Humans have reached a state of technology 
and organization never before known. We've 
developed our brains to the point where our 
bodies are unnecessary for survival. We’ ve built 
a civilization where most individuals survive to 
reproduce. This great civilization requires re- 
sources and creates pollution. We blindly destroy 
natural areas, endangered species , air and water. 
The human population is now on course to double 
every 30 years. This growth is a pattern of suc- 
cess, but all animal species who achieve so much 
success come to a point where they use up their 
resources and the balance is tipped too far, and 
their population drops dramatically. Whether it 
comes from disease, starvation or an infestation 
of predators doesn’t matter, the result is always 
the same. A blind humanity cannot stave off such 
a levelling. We will charge that full speed into it. 
It is obvious that we need to take responsibility 
for the civilization we have created. We come 
from nature and should try to once again be a part 
of nature, instead of waging constant war against 
the world. 

The Christian contempt for the natural world 
has its roots in Medeival Europe, where mono- 
theistic power conquered the old Pagan societies 
with military force in the form of the Crusades. 
Pagans, as nature-worshippers, were considered 
Satan-worshippers in a scheme designed to lend 
righteousness to the Crusaders. This feeling 
evolved naturally along with Christian dualism 
of good and evil and man’s desire to conquer and 
control nature. Nature became to the “enlight- 
ened” white man an “evil” force to be dealt with 
by the armies of God. 

There is a source of propaganda in far-right 
Christian circles known as the “Luciferian Doc- 
trine,” claiming that Satan controls the Earth, 
while God controls Heaven. This is used to ex- 
plain why Satan has so much power on Earth and 
why God can’t control Satan’s domain. This is all 
merely Western paranoid dualism used to ma- 





nipulate people into pro-imperialist, anti-envi- 
ronmental action. The Pagans need to be domi- 
nated and destroyed to clear a path for the pave- 
ment of Christianity. 

The image of the modern devil, with the horns 
and legs of a goat, is a direct copy of the common 
image of the Greek God Pan. The world Pan 
means “everything” and Pan was the God of 
nature. Curiously, he was the only Greek God 
who was killed in legends. Using Pan’s picture to 
represent the image of evil reflects the attitude 
that nature is evil and that God’s people should 
rape and pillage the evil nature, paving every- 
thing to provide a civilized sanctuary for His 
people. This attitude toward nature is unique to 
Western theology and directly opposite to the 
Pagan worship of nature. Jesus never said to 
destroy the world but it is such an old unofficial 
Church doctrine that nobody questions the holi- 
ness of such an attitude. The relatively new ideas 
of a Luciferian Doctrine is just another form of 
justification for power-hungry Christians to sepa- 
rate and destroy everyone and everything else in 
their path. 

Allnon-Christian religions must be vanquished. 
This attitude is most prevalent here in America, 
the New World, the same place white men flocked 
to hundreds of years ago to profess “Freedom of 
Religion” while establishing Puritanism and burn- 
ing witches. 


GREY MATTER 
by R. Mayo 
THIS IS NOT A RECORD REVIEW 


“What do you think of the new Metallica 
album?” I can’t tell you how many times in the 
last month or so I’ve been asked this question. 
Most of my friends, like myself, are or were big 
metal fans. And, even though we may not still be 
“metalheads,” we still keep up with what’s going 
on in the genre. So the release of this album is an 
“event” in our circles and everyone is eager to 
learn each others’ reaction to it. Now, because I 
can be one opinionated son of a bitch and because 
Iam also a musician who has worked in the same 
genre as Metallica, this is not an easy question for 
me to answer with a quick “thumbs up/down.” 
When I start rolling on this one I can really clear 
a room. So I thought I’d put it on paper so I can 
simply hand it to the next unsuspecting person to 
ask me that question. What makes this column- 
worthy? Maybe nothing, but I’ve got the space 
and you’re reading. Yes, you are. But trust me, 
dear reader, I do have a point. 

Why does this topic push my buttons? For 
starters, I’ve been following the band since (be- 
fore) day one; saw ‘em at The Rat a week or two 
before the first LP came out. The story of their 
ascension to the top of the metal heap was one my 
bandmates and I followed with great interest for 
years. In addition, my career as a musician (and 
therefore my life) has actually been directly af- 
fected by this band. I think Ican safely say that my 
first band was probably signed due to the record 
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label feeding frenzy produced by the success of 
their “Master Of Puppets” album. On the other 
side of the coin, the release of an album I recently 
recorded with another band was delayed 2 full 
months because one of the labels involved was 
“waiting to hear whether the new Metallica record 
is heavy metal or not.” Gee, that’s OK, I can 
wait... So in my eyes, this is a powerful band: 
Their success has helped me and hurt me. So, 
although I stopped spending my hard-earned 
dough on them around 1990, I still watch them 
with some interest out of the corner of my eye, 
like an ex-girlfriend or someone you’re just not 
sure if you should trust. And what have I observed 
from said corner of said eye? You know what 
they say about absolute power... 

You may or may not have noticed, but the big 
FM station in Boston began playing the mighty M 
fairly regularly again earlier this year after about 
a3 year layoff. It was during this 3 year Metallica- 
less period that the aforementioned station began 
calling itself “modern rock” and began promot- 
ing what it called “the New Rock Revolution” 
(that’s right, you know what station). Then sud- 
denly, after three years of Nirvana, Bush, Smash- 
ing Pumpkins, etc.; 3 years without Guns ‘N 
Roses, AC/DC and Aerosmith (what a horrible 
adjustment that must have been for one mighty 
Aero-namedropper there), Metallica was back on 
the radio. Not with new material but the last few 
singles, sounding absolutely bizarre sandwiched 
between the Red Hot Chilis and The Breeders. 
What gives? 

I have a few friends at the station and I asked 
them that very question. I was told that Elektra 
(you-know-who’s label) was a bit worried about 
the current state of rock radio and were urging 
(yeah, that’s it) major stations across the country 
to put Metallica back into their regular rotation, 
so that when the new album appeared in the 
summer the climate would be more “receptive.” 
Make no mistake: that’s power. The power to 
make one of the biggest FM rock radio stations in 
the country make fools out of themselves by 
pretending that a thrash metal band that recently 
broke into maintream arena rock status was part 
of the “New Rock Revolution.” This was not 
alternative rock. This was what Nirvana suppos- 
edly destroyed with “Nevermind.” Now “Smells 
Like Teen Spirit” was being played back to back 
with “Enter Sandman.” I couldn’t have been the 
only listener out there who thought this schism 
was absurd. But Metallica had the power to make 
it happen. And so it came to pass... 

Plenty has been said at this point about 
Metallica’s headlining this year’s Lollapalooza 
tour. How have the Mighty Ones asserted their 
influence over this event? This year, the festival 
will only take place in what are called “secondary 
markets”; In New England’s case, the site is a 

Trace track 2 hours northwest of Boston. Second- 
ary markets were chosen because the band plan to 
return on their own tour later in the year and don’t 
want to affect ticket sales in the “primary mar- 
kets” they plan to play. So who cares if nobody 
can actually get there to see the show (organizers 


have been reporting the lowest ticket sales in 
Lolla-history). That’s not what this is about; this 
is about aband proclaiming itself part of “alterna- 
tive nation” by headlining what has become its 
premier annual event. 

This is about a gigantic corporate fist slam- 
ming you in the head while repeating “‘you see, 
we’re relevant, dammit, and we’ll prove it, you 
will believe, you will believe, you will...” 

This is power. The power to actually warp 
reality! Hiring Anton Korbin to photograph the 
“new look Metallica,” sporting new do’s, still- 
sore body piercings, freshly inked tattoos and 
assorted glam outfits will actually make the mu- 
sic encoded on the disc sound different! And 78 
min., 59sec. is only one second short of the 
maximum length capacity of a compact disc! 
“But is it any good?” Of course it is! Just look at 
the booklet! These guys are relevant! And be- 
sides, 78 min., 59 sec. is the maximum blah blah 
blah... 

That’s what I think of the new Metallica al- 
bum. As I’m sure you’ ve noticed, I haven’t men- 
tioned the music at all. I don’t see this as a band 
at all and I can’t take their music at face value 


anymore. This is a business with thousands of 


employees, corporate sponsorships (J didn’t even 
mention last year’s Molson Ice Polar Beach Party 
starring Metallica, a.k.a. the biggest beer com- 
mercial of all time), shareholders and, above all, 
money=power which they’re not afraid to use. 
But at this level the music just isn’t an issue. 
Music seems like such an abstract concept at this 


point that I just don’t see how it’s relevant. 

I’ve no doubt that to regular readers of Sub 
Vox evil Corporate Rock is a well-worn subject. 
But has it ever been taken to this level before? 
Taken to a level where it seems that the blatant 
manipulation of all media at their disposal seems 
to have become the only true art being practiced 
here? I don’t like the feeling that someone out 
there thinks that if they spend enough money 
trying to convince me that up is down, that'll buy 
it. (I don’t like to smoke, but that Joe Camel is so 
cool...) And on that level, I don’t care if we’re 
talking about the greatest fucking album ever 
recorded in the history of mankind—I’m not 
interested. But somehow, with all of this strong- 
arm reality-warping going on, I’ll bet it just plain 
sucks. 
























The opinions 
expressed in the 


columns are solely those 


of the individual 
columnist and do not 


necessarily represent the 


editor's (although it's 
possible!). 





the gritty self produced five song EP originally recorded in a sti 
as a special edition 10" vinyl just the way it should be; ble 
able "ifive” a full length d 
where) and"how's my dri 
: currency cash, check or 
i < ca 91701 eall orders inc 


3 Sy 
DR. STRANGE 
RECORDS 





Piss Drunks 
“Alchoholocaust” 
Compact Disc RNRO10 


RNROO7 


Capitalist Casualties 
The Brainsick 
Naked Aggression 
. i Oppressed Logic 
Bristle issDrunks ——=siT he Freeze 
“Won't Die For You” es Armed & Hammered 
Compact Disc RNROOS he Cowboy Killers Spent Idols 
ell ___ The Diesel Queens 
Christ On Parade 
(New Bomb Turks 


WON'T DIE FOR YOU 





RANSOM NOTE 
RECORDINGS 


The Brainsick _ 
“Knuckle Sandwich” 
Compact Diss RNROITT EMail: r ca canaae.oe! 











> 


PRINTED MATTER 





Yeah, my ‘zine reviews tend to emphasize the 
descriptive over the critical but, even though some of 
the publications here may be lacking in aesthetics or 
even content, | still respect the effort that goes into 
it... 


KEY: 
X = Xeroxed 
O = Offset/Printed 
D = Digest-sized 
T = Tabloid or over-sized 
N = Newsprint 
G = Glossy cover 


ADGE #2 (Blk 24, Telok Blangah, Crescent, 02-14, 
SINGAPORE, XD, 36 pg., $2 ppd) Skate and punk ‘zine 
from Singapore. Commentary on cops (intriguing consid- 
ering what a police state Singapore is), reviews, poetry, 
int. w/Ken from Mordam and Plain Sunset. 


ALL THAT #8, 9 (PO Box 1520, Cooper Station, NY, NY 
10276-1520, OG, 92 pg., #8: $2.95/#9: $4.95) With these 
two issues All That hits the “big leagues,” with a fully- 
glossy format. The emphasis has shifted to punk and 
metal, eschewing hip-hop coverage. #9 comes with a 
lengthy CD sampler featuring Texas Is The Reason, H20, 
AC, Freeze, Vandals, Eyehategod, Bruisers, Vegan Reich 
(oh well) and a ton more—30 in alll. Interviews include 
Type O, Murphy's Law, Crisis, Bad Religion, Deadguy. #8 
has NOFX, John Joseph, Killing Time, Samael. Both have 
reviews and shorter band features. The glossy format has 
raised the price a great deal—but it looks good and has a 
lot in it, anyway. 


A TALE TOLD BY AN IDIOT #1 (Rebecca Crowley, 46 
Parkvale, #6, Allston, MA 02134, X, 20 pg., $1?) Becky's 
observations on veganism, sXe, sexism and sex roles, 
cops and Garbage Pail Kids (their negative connota- 
tions). Plus Sicko,.Action Patrol, Propagandhi and Ani 
DiFranco. Cut ‘n paste collage format. 


babysue #459/babysue review #23 (POB 8989, Atlanta, 
GA 30306-8989, O, 32 pg., $3 ppd for babysue. The 
review is 32 pg. and $2 ppd) Jesus is the focus of these 
irreverent, often nasty cartoons. Baby Sue herself makes 
some appearances, plus there’s poetry, a guide to having 
friends (“now that someone likes you, it is time to start 
taking advantage of them.”) and other cartoons that don't 
tread lightly. The review ‘zine includes cartoons and a 
bunch of record reviews, some of them obviously fake. 
Witty, even though Don occasionally crosses the line. 


BANTER #99 (PO Box 645, NY, NY 10001, XTN, 8 pg., 
$1) Hardcore tabloid w/scattershot layout. Mostly re- 
views, w/a short Faction Zero interview. They also sent a 
bonus wrestling ‘zine they put out, Foreign Object, which 
| enjoyed more. 


BLAH #4 (PO Box 6, Syracuse, NY 13210, X,.24 pg., $2 
ppd) Teen Angels, Arcwelder, Misfits int. features, re- 
views, crossword puzzle, horoscopes, poetry and you 
can tell they had a ball with the desktop publishing 
software, considering the fancy borders, scanned photos, 
etc... Kind of an activity book for bored punks! 

BLINK #11-12 (PO Box 20043, W. Village Sta., NY, NY 
10014, ON, 48 pg., $2 ppd) Issue 11 goes beyond the 
musical coverage to interview filmmaker Russ Forster, 
fashion designer Wendy Mullin and Perry from Nasty 
Little Man PR. Plus Turkish Delight, Shoegazer and Fear* 
(very short). #12: Jesus Lizard, Lee Harvey Oswald Band, 
Trans Am and a fashion spread. Both have art features, 
reviews and letters. 


CACTUS PRICK #9 (PO Box 27142, Tempe, AZ 85285, 
X, 58 pg., $2 + 2 stamps ppd) Laughing Hyenas, Kepone, 
Venus Cures All interviews, reviews, video column and 
othercommentary, written ina refreshingly-sarcastic fash- 
ion. 


CANVAS #10/THUMB #6 (Canvas: 2176 Turk Hill Rd., 
Fairport, NY 14450/Thumb: 144 Woodlawn, Saratoga 
Springs, NY 12866, XD, 72 pg., $1.50 ppd) Splitissue and 
fun stuff in both halves. Canvas has various columns, an 
interview w/Bob Conrad of Zoinks! and Second Guess, 
one with Braid, a Rail tour diary. Thumbdiscusses why it’s 
cool to sell out, Vandals and Bouncing Souls’ interviews, 
a tour of Cleveland’s Chinese neighborhood and both 
halves have review sections. A fun read. 


CHANGE ZINE #7 (9 Birchwood Ln., Westport, CT 06880, 
ON, 112pg., $2 ppd) Another thick one for Patand a filling 
read. He runs vintage interviews from an aborted '85 ‘zine 
w/Justice League, Agnostic Front and Marginal Man. 
Also, Ignite, Chokehold, Doghouse Records, Hardware 
‘zine, short interviews with various Chicago Bulls, a sur- 
vey on favorite Simpsons characters, commentary and a 
zillion reviews. 


DOGPRINT #5-6 (PO Box 84, Suffern, NY 10901, ON, 56, 
64 pg., $2 ppd) Lots of good photos in both of these 
issues. Good in-depth interviews, as well, that get below 
the surface. #5 has Shades Apart, Backlash, Half Man. #6 
features John Joseph, Into Another, Integrity and Atlas 
Shrugged. In addition, reviews, commentary, letters and 
cartoons. 


DWGSHT #7 (PO Box 401, Annapolis, MD 21404, ON, 40 
pg., $4.00/3 issues) The usual provocative blend of music 
and politics. How many punk ‘zines would have features 
on the Sacco & Vanzetti trial or the Symbionese Libera- 
tion Army (they kidnapped Patty Hearst)? The SLA article 
is a little inaccurate, in that they didn’t “fade slowly away,” 
but, rather, most of them were killed in a house fire. 
Letters, columns and music reviews. No bands inter- 
viewed. 


ELECTRIC AARDVARK #4 (PO Box 1149, Duxbury, MA 
02331, X, 24 pg., $1 ppd) Some of the print is smudged, 
but a decent effort for Alex. Personal observations, skat- 
ing stuff, reviews and an interview with The Unseen. 


EUPHORIA #1 (651 Santa Barbara Ave., Millbrae, CA 
94030-1126, XD, 22 pg., 75¢ + stamp) Cut ‘n paste 
pastiche of commentary, reviews, an exchange of letters 
with some kid who does a comix ‘zine and drawings. On 
the primitive side. 


EXTENT #7 (PO Box 116, Boston, MA 02120, ON, 64 pg., 
$4 ppd) Another leap forward for LaCroix and company. 
Good layout and photos, in-depth interviews w/Rick of 
Strife, Fastbreak, Damnation and others... Lots of re- 
views, opinion columns and info on the world of hardcore. 
Comes with an 18 track CD comp featuring mostly- 
released songs from 454 Big Block, Ten Yard Fight, 
Sinkhole, Starkweather and others. This one’s a must. 


FIZZ #6-7 (1509 Queen Ave. N., #276, Seattle, WA 
98109, OGN, 148 pg., $2.95) Music and other under- 
ground “culture” in this ‘zine. Interviews, in #6 w/Rocket 
From The Crypt, Cheater Slicks, Joykiller, Guzzard, 
Prolapse, Jonathan Fire*Eater, Cheater Slicks and oth- 
ers. #7 includes Gas Huffer, Fugazi, Luna, Spent Idols 
and Tribe 8. Each issue has the usual fashion, food and 
comic features and more. Not taking itself too seriously 
and that’s a good thing. But Ed Dawson's anti-govern- 
ment rant in #6 (he's especially harsh on social programs, 
although correct on drug issues) crosses into zealotry on 
the level of some right-wing loony-tune. 


FLASHING ASTONISHER #4 (113 Fleetwood Layne, 
Minoa, NY 13116, X, 10 pg., 2 stamps) Observations 
about breaking up (this is the “girlfriends are yucky” 
issue), reviews and letters. This guy really has a problem 
with women, methinks, but I've had my heart ripped a few 
times and know how it feels—I just haven't elaborated on 
it that much! 


FLIPSIDE #100-102 (PO Box 60790, Pasadena, CA 
91116, OGN, 180 + pg., $2.50/$3) The venerable ‘zine 
makes it to #100 and still kicks ass. A lot to digest and 
Flipside cover all forms of rock ‘n roll, from 7 Seconds to 
Jack Grisham to US Bombs to Scared Of Chaka toa zillion 
more. #100 has an article on reasons to be afraid of the 
governent, #101 a “channelled” interview w/Zappa. #102 


features Electric Frankenstein, McRackins, Nomads, 
Snap-Her, Big Black's Dave Riley and the Business. A 
variety of opinions—the columns are quite a read—and 
never losing sight of the fact that the music should be fun. 
One slight critique: the classifieds have an ad from some- 
one looking for white power material. I'm wondering 
whether they might have been wise to not run that ad— 
why encourage such brazen bigotry? 


GRATUIT POURLES POULETTES #1-2 (Marco Capelli, 
Via Fara 2, 24040 Canonica D’Adda (BG), ITALY, O, 60 
pg., Italian text, $5 or so?) Can't understand a word, but 
there’s interviews w/Tilt & Good Riddance, Epitaph 
Records, Brian from Grand Theft Audio, Fat Day, RKL, 
SNFU and a few more, plus reviews and a reproduction 
of Seaweed's performance rider—welcome to the big 
leagues! Looks good, anyway. 


GREEN MEANS GO #3 (PO Box 6278, Hoboken, NJ 
07030, X, 36 pg., $1 + 2 stamps) Not real strong on the 
aesthetics, yet, but they interview Rev. Norb, Pet UFO, 
Teengenerate (briefly), plus there's the usual reviews and 
a recap of a trip to SF. 


HELLBENDER #8 (PO Box 547, Vails Gate, NY 12584, 
X, 32 pg., $1 + stamps?) ‘Zines, please list your price or 
I'll end up guessing! Anyway, Dance Hall Crashers, Ten 
Foot Pole, Weston, Toasters, Shift and NOFX (yowza!) 
are interviewed, plus there are reviews and a brief scene 
report. | can’t say | agree with editor Jason Horton's 
comment that he should interview bands he isn’t “neces- 
sarily too fond of.” What's the point of doing a ‘zine if not 
to express passion for what moves you musically? 


JERSEY BEAT #57 (418 Gregory Ave., Weehawken, NJ 
07087, OG, 108 pg., $2) Jim’s biggest issue ever, housed 
ina bright lime green cover. In addition to the plethora of 
reviews covering everything from punk to industrial to 
garage to dance music, there are interviews w/Murphy’s 
Law, All Fall Down, Promise Ring, Footstone, a journal 
about the WE festival and others. Jim’s still enthusiastic 
about the music scene after god knows how many years 
and it shows in his writing. 


LIEBULL #8 (POBox 62, Gilbertsville, PA 19525, X, 16 
pg., 2 stamps) Xeroxed, cut ‘n paste job w/reviews, a pot 
smoker's guide to urinalysis, a short Violent Society 
interview and observations on delivering pizza. 


LOLLIPOP #24-28 (PO Box 147, Boston, MA 02123, 
OGN, 68 pg., $2) Lollipop seems to be finding a certain 
rhythm—the contents are still jumbled willy-nilly, inter- 
spersing record reviews, brief band features, live stuff, 
comics, film reviews and commentary. Some of the writ- 
ing is inspired, some of it insipid, but the slugging % has 
gone up. Recent highlights: #24: Sepultura/#25: Ron from 
Fan Attic, Supernova/#27: 3 year anniversary issue. 
Prong drummer Ted Parsons interviewed by his cousin 
(!), musings on “Bewitched.”/#28: Slayer, Orbital, Quintaine, 
Americana and actor Ewen Bremmer (“Trainspotting”). | 


MACHINE GUN ETIQUETTE Spring/Summer ‘96 (PO 
Box 1879, Boston, MA 02130, X, 64 pg., $2 ppd) Cut ‘n 
paste, somewhat sloppy xeroxed effort put out by 
Christiana and her boyfriend Chaz from Dimestore Ha- 
loes. Int. w/Jeff Dahl, reviews, poetry, commentary about 
everything from Newt Gingrich to generational stereotyp- 
ing to pop culture criticism. A little of this, a little of that. 


MARKET #4 (95 Standish Ave., Plymouth, MA 02360, 
XD, 32 pg., $1) Reviews, commentary, Promise Ring 
interview and Boston/NE area hardcore coverage. Plus 
the editor seems to have a Muppet fetish. They're cool but 
Pooh rules! 


NO LABELS #3 (1148 Fifth Ave., #7D, NY, NY 10128, 
OD, 100 pg., $4 ppd) Beautifully-done, small-sized ‘zine 
with a full color cover painting by Gavin Oglesby (No For 
An Answer) and there's an interview with him about his 
artwork and musical endeavors. Also: Snapcase, CIV, 
Coalesce, reviews, commentary and a 7" by Vent (heavy, 
slow, sloggish hardcore—not really my thing). Impres- 
sive. 


NUMBER TWO #7 (PO Box 1764, New York, NY 10009, 


ON, 120 pg., $2) This is a big motherfucker. In-depth 
interviews w/Rye Coalition, Garden Variety, Cheater 
Slicks, Tanner, Dahlia Seed, plus reviews and observa- 
tions. Diverse coverage, notjust sticking to one small area 
of punk or hardcore. 


M TARS #1 (8 Duxbury Way, Rochester, 
NY 14618, X, 34 pg., $1) Kinda sloppy layout but these 
guys have asmart-assed sense of humor, anyway. Record 
and ‘zine reviews, local scene coverage, plus vicious 
diatribes against Epitaph and Back Ta Basics. These 
guys don’t care what sacred (and non-sacred) icons they 
puncture. 


OPEN #1 (7015 SouthWest 83 Court, Miami, FL 33143, 
ON, 32 pg., $2 ppd) Interviews w/John Crawford, Joe of 
Against All Authority, Voodoo Glow Skulls, a guide to 
spectators at shows (funny) and some reviews. 


OPENLY HOSTILE #1 (Ray Lemoine, 706 Foster St., N. 
Andover, MA 01844, X, 28 pg., $1 ppd) Cut ‘n paste, 
xeroxed layout for this hardcore ‘zine. Show, record and 
‘zine reviews, photos; the top 10 best and worst things 
about hardcore. 


POCKET FULL OF CHUMP CHANGE #2 (29 Mailloux 
Terrace, Dracut, MA 01826, X, 68 pg., $2 ppd) Extract, 
Showcase Showdown, Bouncing Souls, 30 Amp Fuse 
and Hydrogen Terrors. Reviews and musings about work, 
relationships and other concerns of Mike’s. He has a 
sense of humor about everything (a fatalistic one, at that) 
that makes his comments enjoyable to read. There's also 
a more serious essay about the death of his father. 


POLYVINYL #5 (PO Box 1885, Danville, IL 61834-1885, 
ONT, 24 pg., $?) Matt’s latest issue comes with a compi- 
lation CD (see review section) that features 20 cuts, so if 
you order, send at least $3 (no price is listed) or write for 
info. In addition, interviews w/Rail, Mark of Sty‘zine, Boys 
Life, plus record & ‘zine reviews. 


PULSE #1 (Daniel Kingery, 2412 Slayback St., Urbana, 
IL 61801, X, 32 pg., $1 ppd) Music & ‘zine reviews, 
interviews w/Mushuganas, Furious George, comments 
about hemp legalization and the Sex Pistols’ reunion. 


PUNK PLANET #12-13 (PO Box 1711, Hoboken, NJ 
07030-9998, ON, 112pg., $2) | send ‘em my ‘zine but they 
never reciprocate and | end up having to buy it. Oh 
well...it's worth it. Informative interviews and articles, plus 
tons of reviews and columns. #12 has Squirtgun, Cub, 
touring tips and pieces on the Telecommunications Act 
and UFO's. Plus a Falling Sickness/Nobodys flexi. #13 
parodies an old MRR cover and includes Lifetime, Sink- 
hole, filmmaker Jon Moritsugu and an article about voting 
laws. More than punk. 


#4 (174 Meredith Ave., Garrett 
Hill, PA 19010, XD, 36 pg., $1) Poetry, personal observa- 
tions, thoughts on anarchy, reviews, plus part 2 of a Good 
Riddance interview. 


RAPID FIRE #14 (RD #1, Box 3370, Starksboro, VT 
05487-9701, GX, 40 pg., $27) A tribute to the Ramones, 
adiary of editor Paul's motorcycle trip, interviews w/Snap- 
Her, Voodoo Glow Skulls, live and record reviews. They 























bought a printing press, but the print is way light. Also, 
they still put in promo photos as filler. Way fuckin’ punk, 
anyway. 


RATIONAL INQUIRER #6 (2056 W. 56 St., Suite 32-221, 
Hialeah, FL 33016, OGN, 80, 116 pg., $2) Their biggest 
issue, yet, includes Less Than Jake, Christian’ Death, 
Mindwar, Propagandhi, Peter & The Test-Tube Babies, 
MTX, filmmaker Evan Jacobs, Citizen Fish, plus reviews 
and columns. Lots to read. 





RETROGRESSION/WARNING: MAY PROVOKE 
THOUGHT #10-11 (5669 Beacon St., Pittsburgh, PA 
15217, 88 pg., $4 ppd for #10/$2 ppd for #11) Brian and 
Dave join forces. #10 comes with a four track 7" featuring 
the hardcore sounds of Ascension, Black Krondstadt, 
Fork and Sevenyearswar. Dave and Brian have different 
approaches, with Brian doing a lot of photo essays of 
hardcore bands interspersed with personal observations. 
Dave's more into the political end of things. #10 features 
a guide to punk on the ‘net, veganism, plus 7 Seconds 
interview. The political articles, especially on the election, 
are well-researched and informative. There's also a piece 
about Pit magazine from Denver accepting ads from 
white-power label Resistance Records. #11 has an ex- 
pose on the idiocy of Pat Buchanan, pieces on third party 
politics, sXe, internet censorship and an interview w/Aus 
Rotten. Both issues feature an extensive review section. 
Unafraid to stoke the fires of controversy. 





SCORPION (Willona Sloan, 12574 Quincy Adams Ct., 
Herndon, VA 22071, X, 32 pg., $1 ppd?) More of a per- 
‘zine, dealing with Willona’s observations about life at 
college, plus articles about feminist issues, contracep- 
tion, rape and Charlottesville “scene” (which, being Dave 
Matthews’ home base; sounds rather pathetic). 











SECOND GUESS #13 (PO Box 9382, Reno, NV 89507, 
OD, 76 pg., $3 ppd) Nota typical ‘zine at all. Published by 
Zoinks! drummer/Punk Planet columnist Bob Conrad. A 
small amount of reviews, a Zoinks!/Man Dingo tour diary 
by Bob, but the bulk of this issue deals with other con- 
cerns. Bob details his life in the workforce, there’s a lively 
letters section, a piece on the telephone companies’ 
attempted co-opting of cyberspace and police issues. 
Bob's not afraid to ruffle feathers and call ‘em as he sees 
‘em. Not enough people are brave enough to do that. 


SECONDS #36-37 (24 Fifth Ave., #405, NY, NY 10011, 
OG, 100 pg., $2.95) The usual eclectic assortment of 
musical artistes and beyond, presented in an interview 
format, with recent issues adding more reviews. #36: 
Yoko, Ravi Shankar, Afghan Whigs and white powerband 
Rahowa. #37 has Sepultura, Nick Cave, murderer Henry 
Lee Lucas and features on the trendy EZ listening “craze” 
that offers a record guide, interviews w/devotees of the 
form and with Esquivel, Ray Conniff (!2), Martin Denny 
and others. The debate will rage as to whether Seconds 
should give credence to inflammatory bands such as 
Rahowa—|! wouldn't give ‘em the time of day in my ‘zine, 
except to point out their existence. Maybe that's their 
intent. 





(2515 Bidle Rd., Middletown, 
MD 21769, OG, 52 pg., $2) Nicely put-together effort, 
featuring Cub, Sinkhole, GVSB, Garden Variety, Fudge 
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Tunnel, Engine Kid, Internal Void, Quicksand plus re- 
views and columns. 


SKRATCH #5 (1242 Caracas Drive, Placentia, CA 92670, 
20 pg., O, $2 ppd) Live and record reviews, a page of old 
Black Flag flyers and local scene news (SoCal). Not much 
of substance here. 


SLEEPY FOOT #6 (621 Bassett Rd., Bay Village, OH 
44140, X, 4 pg., stamp) SV columnist Mike Thain and his 
wife Adriana’s newsletter, w/a piece on Gandhi, religion, 
supernatural phenomena and a few ‘zine reviews & 
letters. Networking sources, as well. 


SOUND VIEWS #39-41 (96 Henry St., #5W, Brooklyn 
Heights, NY 11201, ON, 48 pg., $2 ppd) Lee’s made it to 
the five year mark and manages to get this ‘zine out bi- 
monthly, which is no mean feat. #39 looks back at the first 
5 years, plus Shake Appeal, Lifetime, Girls Against Boys. 
#40 has a superb interview w/John Joseph, plus Merauder, 
Monster X, Devoid Of Faith. #41: Dahlia Seed, Sleepyhead, 
Barkmarket and an article about clubs under seige in the 
East Village. All issues feature a live and record review 
section. 


SPANK #16 (1004 Rose Ave., Des Moines, IA 50315- 
3000, O, 40 pg., $2?) Indy and punk focus, w/interviews 
of Small, Automatic 7, Sleepyhead, Shiv and Papas 
Fritas. Plus the obligatory review sections and a nasty, 
nasty John Crawford cartoon. 


SUPERBLIND #3 (Mariano Alonso, C.C. 3288 (CP 1000), 
Buenos Aires, ARGENTINA, 38 pg., Spanish, $3 ppd) 
Interviews w/7 Seconds (from SV!), Stormcore, Farside, 
Lagwagon, short features on other bands, reviews and 


commentary. Xerox, cut ‘n paste format. 


TAIL SPINS #25-26 (PO Box 5467, Evanston, IL 60204, 
OGN, 108 pg., $3 ppd) A substantial read, as usual—will 
last for many trips to the hopper! #25 features Chrome 
Cranks, 7 Seconds, Man Or Astroman? while #26 has 
SLF, Mudhoney’s Steve Turner, Pegboy and both have 
pointed commentary from Felix Navarro (always a high- 
light), reviews, letters, etc... 


IN NE #6 (316 E. Main St., 
Sebewaing, MI 48750, X, 16 pg., $2 ppd) ‘Zine and demo 
reviews, in a two column format with no pictures or 
graphics. Covering black and regular metal, hardcore, 
punk and other rock styles, mainly. Putting Boston Rock 
in the metal section is kinda questionable. Pretty straight- 
forward but the reviews seem honest. | can’t believe he 
counted up the number of albums, 7"s, demos and ‘zines 
| reviewed in the last SV. | can’t believe | review that much 
shit! 


UNDER THE VOLCANO #30-33 (PO Box 236, Nesconset, 
NY 11767, ONG, about 60 pg., $2 ppd) Along with Sound 
Views, UTV passes the five year mark and #30 features 
an interview retrospective: NOFX, Jesus Lizard, Off- 
spring, Jayne County, Biafra, plus fiction by Swans’ Mike 
Gira, a book excerpt from Jayne and the last installment 
of “Paranoid” (LIHC stuff). #31: Down By Law, AC, 
Waterdog, Babyland. #32: Meatmen, Jawbox, Today Is 
The Day. #33; Sea Monster, Armen from Headache 
Records/Wretched Ones, Integrity, Strung-Out. Donny 






















The Punk was a featured columnist (before his untimely 
death in July) and other folks putin their two cents, as well. 
Tons of reviews, too. A consistently good-quality ‘zine. 


UPSTATE #6 (283 Betsinger Rd., Sherrill, NY 13461- 
1208, 20 pg., $?) Dave and Tracy are graphic designers 
andit shows, here—along with the fancy-schmancy graph- 
ics comes poetry and essays, a short piece on Jaw- 
breaker and some record reviews. 


V-REJECT #12 (PO Box 1040, LaMesa, CA91944-1040, 
XD, 24 pg., $1 + stamp) Anna’s more alienated than ever. 
Much of this per-zine deals with her falling out with her ex- 
best friend, plus pen-pal listings, reviews. 


F #1 (PO Box 151145, San Diego, CA 
92115-1145, X, 40 pg., $3 ppd) Co-published by SV 
staffer Zak Ruvalcaba and his pal Jim and emphasizing 
the straight-edge lifestyle. Interviews w/Strife, Despair 
and Birthright, a thoughtful essay on religion andits social 
ramifications, one on being drug free and reviews. By the 
way, Kurt from Birthright’s equating of abortion with mur- 
der is on the somewhat paleolithic side. The puritan/ 
moralistic side of sXe is bothersome. Interesting reading. 


ZOOM #4-6 (107 Merrill Ave., Lowell, MA 01850, ONT, 
20, 32 pg., $2 ppd) The world of both beer and music— 
Dan and his crew try to cover both. A wide-scope of 
musical coverage. #4 includes Sepultura, Lone Wolves, 
Boston Beer Works (this place rules!!) and Fred Matt from 
the FX Matt Brewing Co. (Sarnac beers). #5 has My Dying 
Bride, Stapled Shut, Velocity Girl, Pitch Shifter and Red 
Hook Brewery. With #6, there’s a switch to a standard- 
sized format. Bathory, Merauder, plus Mill City Brewing 
Company, Watch City Brewing and Martha’s Exchange (a 
brewpub in Nashua, NH) plus a few comix. Tons of album 
reviews in each issue, too. Alcoholism’s not a good thing 


nor is being around drunken yobbos but there’s some- 
thing about a good beer and Zoom has me wanting to 
sample some of these brews while working on this col- 
umn! 


eeeeMAIL-ORDER CATALOGS, ETC...seee 


if Ilist a price as $?, you might want to send a stamp 
or two... 


AK DISTRIBUTION 1996 Catalog (PO Box 40682, SF, 
CA 94140-0682, Free) Books, ‘zines, audio, comics and 
other media. Some great books, both from their in-house 
imprint and elsewhere. Lots of politically and socially- 
oriented material. 


1996 Update Catalog (1409 W. 
Magnolia, Burbank, CA 91506, $7) Detailed listings of 
releases on the mighty Crypt label, plus Tim Warren's 
rantings about how he’s been fucked-over by the biz and 
how any “sell-out” accusations towards Crypt ring com- 


pletely false. 


Y #27 (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, 
WA 98227, $1) Suave and sophisticated, of course—a 
tribute to 50s men’s magazines. Coverage of 
Teengenerate’s last show, fiction, drink recipes, car tips 
and mail order info. 


K NEWS #25 (PO Box 7154, Olympia, WA 98507, $7?) In 
addition to listings of available recordings from K and 
labels they distribute, there are updates on label bands, 
a piece on hate groups in the Pacific northwest and on 
bird-watching (!?) 


Summer/Fall ’96 (PO Box 6332, Falls 
Church, VA 22040-6332, Free) Extensive, reasonably 
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priced record catalog and there’s also a section that 
describes what the bands sound like. 


VELATION MAILORDER ZINE Summer ‘96 (PO Box 
5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615, $?) Merchandise 
catalog for Rev, Crisis and other labels. Profiles on Civ, 
Ignite, Shades Apart, Senseless and Iceburn, taken from 
various ‘zines. 


ROUND FLAT RECORDS #38 (PO Box 1676, Amherst, 
NY 14226, $1) Records, cassettes, CD's, arranged by 
price. Lots of cut-outs, in addition to newer, indy releases. 


SEE HEAR #33 (59 E. 7th St., NY, NY 10003, $3) Huge 
catalog of books, ‘zines, audio and more. Over 80 pages. 
They've got a lot of cool stuff. 


eee MORE RECOMMENDED READINGeee 

The mainstream press is becoming more and more 
centrist or conservative. Therefore, if you're inter- 
ested in alternative, progressive viewpoints on the 
issues of the day, the following magazines are highly 
recommended... 


MOTHER JONES: PO Box 469024, Escondido, CA 92046- 
9838, 6 issues (1 year)/$18 


P ESSIVE: 409 E. Main St, Madison, WI 
53703, 12 issues (1 year)/$22 (*start with this one!) 


UTNE READER: 1624 Harmon Place, Minneapolis, MN 
55403, 6 issues (1 year)/$18 


Z MAGAZINE: 18 Millfield St., Woods Hole, MA 02543, 
12 issues (1 year)/$26 
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Jord: We just got into punk rock through an 
extension of being into metal to hardcore metal to 
being at record stores that sold both sorts of styles 
of music and being attracted to punk rock through 
bands like the Dayglo Abortions and DOA and 
then of identifying with the political element a 
a couple of years after that. 

SV: There were some good bands from Western 
Canada back then. Weren’t The Unwanted from 
Winnipeg? 

Jord: But that was a little before. Actually, the 
Stretch Marks were the first show I ever saw. 
Chris: It was, by far, punk rock. We discovered 
Dayglo Abortions and they were radical in a 
different sense (laughter) but I honestly think if 
you read the lyrics, youcanreadinalotofradical | 
ideas, beyond all the fucking ridiculousness. 
SV: Well, they went through a lot of shit with 
their album cover. 

Chris: Yeah, but they were a stepping stone to 
in bands like MDC, Dead Kennedys, early COC. 
They were a major player in us becoming 
radicalized by punk rock. 

if SV: Fat’s one of the larger indy punk labels out 
there. How did you manage to work things out 
with them? I know, for instance, you didn’t want = 
bar-codes on your records. 
John: When we originally went with Fat, we 
didn’t think of the issue of bar-codes. Fat was an 




































cans’ viewpoint seems to be more pull yourself 
up by your boot straps, self-reliance, no help from 
anyone else. 
Jord: Yeah, it seems to me there’s a big push from 
the right wing to minimalize the state, as well, and 
kind of cut things back to the point where... 
SV: They’re trying to localize everything. 
Ellen: Or privatize everything. 
John: Yeah, that kind of right-wing libertarian- 
ism is something we have nothing ideologically by 
Fin common with. At least very, very little. 
| Chris: There’s an argument fora smaller state but 
it’s basically in the interest of the capital. 
John: Newt Gingrich, for example, on that TV 
Nation episode where he says “less government 
intervention” and his state has received the most 
| government subsidies. 

SV: That’s politics. 
Jord: And imagining that the capitalist economic 
system, which no one really understands, will just 
save everyone if everyone’s free to do whatever 
they want without regulation. It’s just totally 
absurd. 
SV: We see what’s going on with capitalism with 
less regulation in terms of pollution, but also in 
terms of downsizing. That’s the word of the 90s. 
Chris: People having no security in any sort of | 
job. Everybody’s a part-time or temporary worker 
these days. 
» SV: And that gets lauded. The Wall Street Journal 
is upset when the unemployment rate goes down 
because the stock market suffers. 
Chris: There’s a Chomsky quote that says those 





































































































































Jord: Or in St. Louis when a guy was wearing a 
full Total Chaos backpatch and started calling us 
Green Day. 

Chris: People fall into the pre-fabricated way of 
how their genre is supposed to behave. 

SV: It’s just a fashion show for a lot of these kids, 
unfortunately. You just wonder what percentage 
of kids at these shows are getting much out of it, 
beyond the music or beyond some cool high 
school social scene and which people are maybe 
drawing something more out of it—if not neces- 
sarily political activism, then personal activism. 
To lead your life in a better way. 

Chris: Yeah. For all the fucking idiocy and bullshit 
that bogs us down, I think there’s still value in 
doing this. The letters we’ ve gotten since the new 
record came out...it seems to me to be working. 
They give us the impression that their eyes have 
been opened to an entirely new world of things 
that they never have even thought of before. 
That’s how I felt when I first heard MDC. These 
people with completely different perspectives of 
the world. 

Jord: And it does take time to digest a lot of those 
alien sort of concepts. When I was young and 
getting into punk rock, I didn’t really start think- 
ing too much about the political element until a 
couple of years afterwards. I started getting into 
certain lyrics and stuff like that. And, right now, 
with punk being so relatively popular, a lot of 
people are coming out to maybe their third or 
fourth or fifth show and they’ re being exposed to 
a lot of things. So a certain change in ideals may 
appen a couple of years down the road for a lo 
f kids. 
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Homophobia is the irrational fear of feelings of love for member's of one’s own sex and therefore, the hatred of those feelings 
in others. Heterosexism is the moronic belief in the inherent superiority of one pattern of loving and thereby, its’ right to 
dominance. Yep. You guessed it. It’s the same old shit and it smells an awful lot like the stench of sexism, speciesism and racism: 
Group A claims to have a natural right to dominate and/or exploit Group B. Gee, what else is new? Well, it’s a different pile 
this time, in the sense that Group B isn’t necessarily defined by race or gender, but specifically by sexual orientation...a 
definition that offers a wide variety of social penalties to anyone perceived as gay or lesbian. So we learn to fear the appearance 
of homosexuality and spend a great deal of our lives locking ourselves into rigid, “acceptable” gender-based roles, stifling our 


self-expression and “proving” our heterosexuality to our friends, families, peers and co-workers. So what do we end up with? 
Well...a whole culture of paranoid heterosexuals, ranging in homophobic diversity from tolerance (as if homosexuality is a 
phase. duh), to acceptance (as if homosexuality is something to be accepted or rejected instead of appreciated and nurtured), 
to pity and, finally, to outright repulsion. That's what we end up with. Is that what we want? Do we really want to spend our 
lives trying to prove our sexuality? Let's stop living in fear, for fuck sakes! Stop gay-bashing! Love who you want! Love how 
you want! HOMOPHOBES FUCK OFF! 
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Don’t take too much in this Blanks 77 inter- 
view too seriously. This was a conversation con- 
ducted upstairs at the Rat over beer and yummy 
mozarella sticks. We did manage to discuss things 
in between vocalist Mike’s valley girl impres- 
sions and attempts to pick up one (or more) 
members of the faux Snap-Her that played the 
show with them (more on that elsewhere in the 
‘zine). New Jersey’s Blanks have been around for 
about five years, with a shitload of 7" releases, a 
10", various compilation appearances and, fi- 
nally, a full-length, “Killer Blanks,” that includes 
tracks from those assorted records. Definitely not 
a band for the straight-edgers, with their affinity 
for beer and other substances but mixing a fren- 
zied stage presence (especially with Mike’s zany 
antics) and fast-paced, ass-kicking classic punk. 
Besides Mike, the other Blanks are Renee (gui- 
tar), TJ (bass) and Chad (drums)... 


SV: Lame lead-off question, but why does every- 
one make jokes about New Jersey? 

Mike: We love it. 

TJ: All the toxic waste. 

Mike: No good bands come from Jersey, so 
they’ ve got nothing better to say. 

SV: No good ones at all? 

Mike: Not really. 

TJ; Bruce Springstein. Whitney Houston. 

SV: Whitney’s from Jersey? 

TJ: Yeah. 

Mike: She will always love you. 

SV: So how did you folks get together, anyway? 
Chad: It was through an ad in a paper and, five 
years later, here we are. 

Mike: Playing live...for the kids! 

Chad: Renee put the ad out. 

Renee: It’s all my fault. 

Chad: And I called and she already had a singer, 
which was supposed to be a girl but she backed 
out at the last minute and Mike was working with 
me at the time and he was, like, “Oh, I’ll sing” and 
here he is today. That’s how we met. 

SV: Where in Jersey are you from? 

Mike: Central Jersey. By New York City. We’re 
more from New York City, lately. 


SV: Same neck of the woods as the Wretched 
Ones? 

Mike: Sort of. 

Chad: They’re like a half hour away. 

Mike: It’s all family! 

Chad: But they live in a richer neighborhood than 
we do. 

Mike: Armen has two houses. One’s his parents 
and one’s his—he lives right next door. One 
wasn’t good enough—they had to have two! 
TJ: What is this, a Wretched.Ones interview? 
Renee: Back to us... 

(a joke is made about the Wretched Ones and 
Blanks being rich kids) 

Mike: Yeah, we’re all rich kids. 

SV: So what is it that causes rich kids to gravitate 
towards punk rock, anyway? 

Mike: Your parents...it’s so convenient. 

Renee: It never used to be, until it got more 
mainstream. I mean, if you go home with blue 
hair, your parents are going to get upset no matter 
how open-minded they are. 

TJ: ...wait a minute! Somebody forgot to tell me 
that I’m rich! 

SV: Do you think it’s shocking or rebellious 
when you walk through the suburban malls and 
see kids with blue hair? 

Mike: It’s not rebellious at all. 

Renee; Now it’s not anymore. 

Mike: Nothing is like it was five years ago. When 
we started, it was more underground but now 
we’ re being mentioned on the hit radio stations in 
New York for a show we’re playing. It’s weird. 
It’s cool and it’s exciting for us. 

Renee: It’s good exposure. 

Mike: But if that happened five years ago we 
would be the biggest sellouts. But now it’s just 
normal so it’s very safe or whatever. 

SV: Are you starting to attract more of the Green 
Day/Offspring crowd to your shows? 

TJ: Our audience is like 15, 16. 

Mike: Our average age now, I think, is 16. 
Renee: The average age at Rancid show, though, 
is 13. So we want those kids, too. 

SV: You guys were doing the retro punk thing 
before it got trendy. What made you decide to go 


in that direction? 

Renee: It’s just the stuff that we liked. That’s 
what we listened to, anyway. 

SV: Your older brother was in US Chaos (as- 
sorted groans and laughter)...don’t worry, I’ll be 
nice. I’ll phrase this question nicely. 

Mike: Yes, he was a nazi! (laughter) 

Renee: No he wasn’t. 

SV: Let me ask it this way. Why were they such 
a controversial band? Why were they misunder- 
stood? 

Renee: The stuff that they were doing then—at 
the time, it was very hip to be anti-government 
and anti-everything so, in order to be something 
new, they decided to sing songs like “I’m an 
American” or whatever as a goof. Not so much to 
be taken serious or whatever but the kids who 
liked the Dead Kennedys got offended by that. 
SV: Maybe it was more of the timing because it 
was in the mid-80s, with Reaganomics... 
Renee: Yeah, exactly. 

SV: Andit’s possible that alot of people could’ ve 
taken it the wrong way. 

Renee: Definitely. I mean, that’s pretty much 
what happened. It was meant as ajoke and no one 
got it. But I think if they were around today, it'd 
probably be better. They’ re getting back together. 
SV: What else can I ask you? 

Renee: Ask Mike how old he is. 

SV: How old are you? 

Mike: Eighteen. 

SV: So you started in this band when you were 
thirteen, huh? 

Mike: Exactly. I’m street legal, now! 

Renee: He was so far ahead of his time. 

Mike: For all the girls, if you were born in ’77, 
you’re OK. You’re street legal. Some girl told 
me...at the shows we meet all fourteen year old 
girls and everything and you know, whatever, we 
can’t fool around with you too much so this one 
girl says, “I’m 18, born in ’77!” so we had a field 
day with that. 

SV: She might have been conceived while her 
parents were listening to a Sex Pistols song. 
Mike: Oh yeah, of course. “Submission”! The 
boring song. 























































SV: So what inspires your lyrics? 
Renee: Sex. 

Mike: And drugs and rock ‘nroll! Punk rock good 
stuff. Like “Search and Destroy.” 


called Rush. You sniff it. It’s a powerful glue. 
Renee: It’s stuff you get in eighth grade gym 
class. 

Mike: It lasts like ten seconds but it’s such a high 
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it the wrong way. Do you think a lot of these kids 
don’t have a sense of humor about things that are 
getting into punk now? 

Renee: Yeah. Some people take things way too 
seriously. 

Mike: All the kids that like us are cool though. 
They know exactly what’s going on. I mean, it’s 
only music, it doesn’t mean anything. | 

Renee: Don’t you take anything we say too seri- 
ously. 

TJ: Especially what Mike says! 

Mike: We’ re not retarded or anything. I mean we 
have something to say... 

Renee: We just don’t say it! 

TJ: You see, we do the band because we need 
something to do while we drink. 

Renee: It’s an excuse to drink. 

SV: You’ve said you basically do this band to 
have fun. Do you think the punk scene or what- 
ever can be utilized to express a more blatantly 
social or political viewpoint. Is that a cool thing 
or not? 

Renee: Oh, yeah. There’s room for everything. 
We’ re just not into the preaching thing. If you’re 
singing about political stuff or whatever and the 
kids are coming to your show then, obviously, 
they agree with you. They get it, already, so you 
don’t have to keep shoving it down someone’s 
throat. 

Mike: Politics are good if that’s what you’ re into. 
It’s not really us. If someone asks us, we’ll tell 
them...just general punk rock stuff, that’s what 
it’s all about. That’s good. Then we have this 
speed song (‘Max Alert”) so I don’t know. 

TJ: We have a couple of songs about speed. 

SV: Is that the drug of choice? 

Mike: Yeah. Max Alert. We like that. Punk drugs. 
Renee: Not heroin. 

Mike: We don’t sniff glue and we don’t endorse 
drinking (yeah, right!—AL) We had this stuff 


way! It’s a personal thing. We would never push 
it on anyone. 

Mike: So what do you like to drink? 

SV: Heineken and the beer at the Boston Beer 
Works. 

Mike: You should ask our favorite beer. 

SV: What is your favorite beer? 

Renee: Vodka! Vodka cranberry. A Cape Cod. 
SV: Who’s the woman on the picture disc for 
“Chelsea Girls”? 

Renee: That’s Chad’s ex. It’s a friend of ours. 
Mike: She dressed the part. She had the scooter. 
It was great. We loved it. She did it all. 

Renee: She was willing to do it. The lollipop thing 
was all her idea, too. We did not suggest that. 
Chad: And it’s also a constant memory for the 
drummer. 

Renee: Romantic entanglements. 

SV: How’d you hook up with Radical? 

Renee: We were on the “Oi/Skampalation” which 
they put out and they saw us live and they really 
liked us. That’s pretty much it. 

SV: With the big punk rock trend and you guys 
being mentioned on hit radio, have you guys been 
approached by any label weasels at all? 

Renee: Not really. We’re not very safe. 

TJ: Taang talked to us when we were out in 
California. 

Chad: I think we’re making a better 
choice by going with Radical. 

Renee: It’s closer to home. We’ re not a 
California band. We don’t have that 
sound, at all. 

Chad: And we can easily go down and 
bust down the doors or something. 
Renee: It kind of makes things more 
convenient. 

TJ: Let the west coast have their valley 
bands and all that... 
BLANKS 77 
1303 Myrtle St.,Hillside, NJ 07205 
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Punk? Hardcore? Emo? Whateasy label should 
be placed on Lifetime? How about “good band.” 
This New Jersey five piece have been around 
since 90 and, after some changes, the lineup, for 
the last few. years, has been Ari (vocals), Dan 
(guitar), Dave (bass), Pete (guitar) and Scott 
(drums) The band’s songs are tuneful and me- 
lodic but maintain the full-on kick of hardcore’s 
aggressive nature. Linterviewed the band in their 
van after their show at the Middle East this past 
spring. Ari and Dan's voices were pretty easy to 
discern...I’m not so sure about Scott and Pete so if 
I fucked up, I’m sorry. Their newest album is 
“Hello Bastards” (Jade Tree).-*They specifically 
recommended that | not ask, right off the bat, if 
they were straight edge or vegetarian. So... 


SV: Question one: are you straight-edge? Are you 
vegetarian? 

Dan: If you say that at the beginning of inter- 
Views, assuming that no one really asked that 
before... 

SV: I'll answer it myself. Who cares?! 


who's “oh...” and he crumples up the paper. 
SV: So why is irony for suckers? 

Ari: I’m notreally sure itmakes sense. Sometimes 
the song titles have absolutely nothing to do with 
it. [just though of the name “Irony Is ForSuckers” 
because sort of like when things are ironic, it just 
sucks (laughter). That’s like the lamest version I 
could give you. 

Dan: Weren't you talking about it being preten- 
tious. 

Ari: You know me. | think of millions of things: 
When you ask me about it, Ill forget them all. 
Dan: When I first asked him, he was talking about 
irony being something really pretentious. 

Pete: Like highbrow. 

SV: Well, there’s tons of highbrow and irony ina 


lot of hardcore lyrics, some might argue. 

Dan: Certainly. We strive to avoid that. 

Ari: We're all dumb, so. 

Dan: Basically, when we don’t get it, we get really 
mad. 

Ari: None of us read. We just watch UPN 9 on TV. 
SV: So you're going for more of the lowbrow 
audience, essentially. 

Dan: It’s sort of based on that Alannis Morrisette 
song. 

Ari: II call it no-brow. Or eye-brow. 

SV: On the song “Knives Bats New Tats,” there’s 
the line, “ever get the feeling ideals can’t take us 
where we need to go.” Explain... 

Ari: Well, it was inspired by this friend of mine 
and it’s inspired by lots of things in people. People 
have all these fights in life and causes and this and 
that and itjust seems like it’s a lot of hype and alot 
of talk and people don’t really get anywhere with 
it a lot of time. It’s more of me just being discour- 
aged. | like people that are just people and aren't 
a cause. People just seem to get caught up in what 
they’re standing for. 

SV: They wrap up too much of their identity in it, 
in other words. 

Art: It’s like “I’m vegan, I’m animal rights, I’m 
straight-edge, I’m this, I’m that.” They're never 
just like, “I’m Bob and I'm into this and I like this 
or that.” 

Dan: Their ideology becomes their identity. You 
don’t know the person. 

Ari: It’s also like, with me, I’ve been into certain 
things and had certain things which meant a lot to 
me at a certain point of my life. As 1 got older, 
things just come and go and I don’t think there’s 
anything wrong with that. People shouldn’t be so 
uptight about what's this or what's that. Just be 
yourself. 

SV: There’s still nothing wrong with trying to do 
good things. 





Ari: No, not at all: I’m just talking mostly about 
pretty extreme people. I can’t even really 
describe...it’s mostly a personal attack on some- 
body. 

Dan: Most of the songs were inspired about how 
we were affected by an individual person. It’s not 
like “people with causes, get out of the scene!” 
SV: So are you guys Housemartins fans? 

Ari: Gee, what makes you say that? 

SV: ‘Cause the cover looks exactly like their al- 
bum. 

Ari: No! 

SV: Yeah! 

Ari: Well, definitely I’m a Housemartins fan. Not 
really a Housemartins fan but I'm definitely a fan 
of that record. Their other stuff isn’t as good, | 
don’t think. 

Pete: Now you're talking shit about: the 
Housemartins. 

Dan: Their crew’s going to beat us up! 

SV: They're into soccer. They probably hang out 
with all the hooligans. You might have to watch 
out! 

Dan: Those people make skinheads look like 
pussycats. I’ve met some of those fools in Europe. 
Ari: Those folks. People are, a lot of times are like, 
“Hey, this looks a lot like the record from the 
Housemartins” and, basically,when we had all 
the artwork done, | even gave him the cover of 
that record and said, “rip it off completely,” so 
we're not even hiding it. It’s just a total rip-off. 
Scott: It was just a simple, classic layout. 

Dan: Yeah, we just wanted something simple. A 
tiny bit of history is we were sort of looking at 
going for the feel thata lot of old jazz records had. 
Some Blue Note stuff. It always had a classy 
picture of a piece of some guy’s arm playing a 
standup bass with a blue tint over it and Ari 
collects a lot of old shit... 

SV: It does have that jazz thing going, too. 





Ari: It's supposed to have that feel, but the 
Housemartins happened to. go for that feel, too, 
and I just happened to use that. 

Dan: These guys ripped off jazz records better 
thanweevercould. We should just rip this one off. 
Ari: Atone record store in New Jersey, they actu- 
ally had our record on the wall next to the 
Housemartins record. 

Dan: It was funny fora week but it’s sul up. 
Pete: So we firestormed them. 

Dan: That was it. In New Jersey, people don’t Cross 
Lifetime and live! 

SV: Why'd you call the album “Hello Bastards”? 
Another original question, 

Dan; It’s a salutation. 

Ari: It was sort of like a personal joke within the 
band. Basically, we felt this record was going to be 
our best to date and we felt like it was our intro- 
duction to the world and our way of saying hello 
to everybody. 

Dan: And we're not ones to say hello in a kindly 
Way. 

SV: That's ‘cause you're from New Jersey. 

Dan: Exactly. We didn’t want to call it “Hiya 
Guys.” There’s a litle bit of history in theband but 
it probably won't mean anything to anybody. 
We're probably the worse band to interview. 
Pete: We don’t stand tor anything. 

Dan: We stand for loud and fast. That’s all we 
stand for. 

SV: Well that’s good because not enough bands do 
that anymore. Your sound is kind of a throwback, 
ina way, toa faster, Melodic hardcore sound. 
Pete: That’s because we grew up on it. Dag Nasty 
got me into punk, got me into hardcore. Yeah, that 
is good, | guess, because we're not vegan this or 
straight-edge that or pro-life this. We're just a 
bunch of guys that are friends and we play music. 
Dan: It’s an amalgam of a lot of our earlier influ- 
ences and I don’t mind when people pick that up. 






















































































I saw a review that cited influences ranging from 
the Clash and Stiff Little Fingers to Minor Threat 
and Gorilla Biscuits and that made me extremely 
happy. 
Ari: We're not, at all, striving to be an original 
band but the key, | think, to being an interesting 
band is picking your influences very carefully. It's 
importantto have influences and use certain things 
in your songs. There’s definitely things where 
people could say, “Oh this sounds like this.” We're 
not trying to be original. We're trying to write 
some exciting-sounding music. [don’t think we're 
trying to change the face of music. We’re just 
trying to have fun and play some catchy music. 
Dan: A lot of our influences pre-date punk rock, 
Black Sabbath... 
There’s the metal guy. 
SV: You were saying, a minute ago, you're Not in 
it to be sXe or pro-life or whatever. Do you find 
your audiences expect you to be a certain way? | 
know a lot of the hardcore audience is very ideal- 
istic and they expect these bands to be people they 
can look up tospread the word, tospout the ideals. 
Dan: They can up to us as people who do good 
music. 
Pete: Hardcore is about music. It ended up being 
this forum. 
Dan: | think it has room for both. 
Pete: It does but when certain bands say the poli- 
tics are more important than the music itself. 
That’s seems to be a little silly. 
Dan: 1 wouldn’t listen to music, then. Read a book. 
Pete: What's the point? Exactly. So we're kind of at 
the other end, that it’s about the music. 
Dan: 1 just think there’s got to be both and that not 
every band has to incorporate all of it. That's 
certainly not going to be our job. And the reason 
that we've progressed is because we all are very 
different people. 
SV: (looking at photos in lyric book) Who's the 





























bald guy? 

Dan: The real story or the fake story? 

SV: The real story. We're trying to spread the 
truth! 

Dan: Dave told us that he found those pictures in 
a dumpster but the truth came out later. 

Ari: We heard he bought them somewhere, at a 
flea market or something. I collect old postcards, 
especially ones of New Jersey. A bunch of those 
are where | live, in New Brunswick. I’m just a 
sucker for old stuff and so I’m very interested in 
postcards. 

SV: What about the pictures where the mother’s 
holding the baby and the old lady? 

Dan: Those are from the garbage/flea market 
sessions, depending on whose story you believe. 
Ari: We figure they're related. 

Dan; Dave says he found them dumpster-diving. 
I think that sounds punker but I can’t lie with a 
tape recorder running in front of me. We've have 
witnesses who say that they saw him buying them 
at a flea market. We're cool but not that cool. 
SV: Fill me ina little on the history of the band. | 
know you had one record on New Age, some 7" 
stuff. When did you guys actually start? 

Dan: Summer of ‘90. Me and Katz. Sitting up in his 
bedroom and me playing guitar through a bass 
amp and him going, “write something better than 
that.” | moved back to New Jersey from Michigan 
in 90, after 1 graduated college and I was looking 
to do a band. Found Ari...1 put up posters and 
stuff. He was looking to do a melodic band, I was 
looking to do a melodic band and we had a lot of 
the same influences. A lot of practices and a lot of 
lineup changes later... most of the lineup changes 
are based on people just not being into punk and 
hardcore anymore, just moving on and, to me, 
that’s nota reason to stop doing the band. We keep 
finding people that augment the band in ways that 
wenever could have hoped for. It’s a stable lineup, 
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now. We worked with New 
and we left fora lot of reasons. One of the main 
ones being the only non-straight-edge band ona 
straight-cdge label was a really bad thing for us. 
In your question about people having expecta- 
tions for us... 

SV: See, 
because you were on New Age. 

Dan: That hurt us so much and | summed it up 


Age for several years 


Lassumed you were a straight-edge band 


once in Europe when | was really pissed off and 
itsums it up best—straight-edge kids are pissed 
at us because we're not straight-edge and the 
punkers think we're straight-edge, so they won't 
even come inside and listen so fuck everybody. 
That's what it boils down to. 

SY: That’s ridiculous. 

: It seems like we've broken through that 
barrier. | think we overcame the straight-edge 
eclipse with this record and the last 7 
on his label. 

SV: How long has the current lineup been to- 
gether. 

Pete: Our drummer's new. 
half. 

Dan: Dave’s been with us for like three, now. Pete 
for like four. It’s mostly stable. Things happen, 
people explode, drummers spontaneously com- 
ha 
SV: Ah, the old Spinal Tap gag. Alright, Sabbath 
tan, what's Sabbath’s best album? 
Pete: Alright...well, itchanges from week to week. 
With Ozzy singing, they’re all good. Either “Mas- 
ter Of Reality...” 
ven “Technical Ecstasy ’?!! 

xcept for that one. Either “Sabbath Bloody 
“Master Of Reality.” But then 
s got songs on it. 


riput out 


About a year and a 


Sabbath” or 
“Paranoid” 
Dan (watching Ari move gear, which isa rare 
thing according to him): The ugly truth is that Ari 
used to be a drummer and he switched to vocals 
because it’s got the least amount of equipment to 
carry. 

SV: Anything | missed? 

Dan: Bostonseems to be a lot less scary than itwas 
like three years. | think some would argue that’s 
bad. 

SV: | think it’s good. If it wasn’t so fragmented, 
with all these different micro-scenes, now, it gets 
kind of ridiculous. 


Dan: That's definitely the biggest problem. [think J 


for us, too. There’s so much divisions within 
divisions within divisions and people are 
like...before it was broken down between straight- 
edge and non-straight-edge. Now it’s like a mil- 
lion other things. Now it’s harder for people to 
want to get into bands and us because it’s not as 
simple as punk and hardcore. Emo... 

SV: It didn’t used to make a difference. Punk and 
hardcore, | used to consider it interchangeable. 
Dan: Yeah, a long time ago. But, your 
record’s punk, not hardcore.” 

SV: But is it good? That’s the question. 

Ari: Someone came up to me the other day and 
said, “holy shit, man, [read this review and they 
called your record poppy/punk. Aren’t you 
pissed?” And I’m like, no.. 

Dan: It was a good review, “right? 

Ari: If it’s catchy...pop shouldn’t be a stigma, | 
don’t think. All it means is it’s crafted to stick in 
your head... 


” 
now... 


LIFETIME 
PO Box 10404, New Brunswick, NJ 08906 


PO Box 12034 
Seattle, Wa 98102 


Tooth Smoke - The brand new full-length 
album from Brown Lobster Tank. Send check, 
cash or money order to: Dr. Strange Records 
P.O. box 7000-117 Alta Loma, CA. 91704. Or 
point your modem our way and dial 
http://www.cyberg8t.com/drstrange Prices: 
CD-$10 u.s. ($12 elsewhere) or buy three for 
$25 u.s. ($30 elsewhere) |p/cass-$7 u.s. ($10 
elsewhere) or buy three for $16 u.s. ($25 


RS 


Rock Kids LP 


~ SUPERSUCKERS-The Songs All Sound The Sane 
GAS HUFFER “Janitors Of Tomorrow a its 


of this. 


elsewhere) all prices are post paid in ameri- 
can bucks. All orders receive our 30 page 
catalog full of rare punk vinyl, stickers & 
hard to find CD’s otherwise it’ll cost you 
three stamps. And don’t forget 
the bands’ 7” ep “Static” which 
could be yours for a lousy $3.50 
u.s. ($ 5.50 elsewhere). 


DR. STRANGE 
RECORDS 





another 
planet 
record 


[AP-6015 


album ou now \s 


Monilable on cd, cass 


ANOTHER PLANET RECORDS 
7¥0 BROADWAY, 7TH FL. NY, NY 10003 
EMAIL: APLANETREAOL:COM 
PHOTOS; Bid. PAPAS 
CLAY ACTION FIGURES:“UNCLE™ ALEX MORRIS 
y PLANET RECORDS: 740\ BROADWAY, NY) NY-10003 
NAUTHORIZED CLIPLICATI WIS A VIOLAT N FP 











decade and having put out four albums, 
in addition to various 7" and compila- 
tion appearances. A driving and melodic 
sound, with sweeping, surging guitar 
riffs and impassioned vocals. The cur- 
rent lineup includes maintstays Tony 
(guitar/vocals), Steve (bass) and Rory 
(drums) joined by more recent recruit 
Jake (guitar). The band was interviewed 
at the Rat. Drew from Rapid Fire ‘zine 


asked some of the questions here and it im 
got really confusing at times. Some in- F 


terviews go better than others. Oh well.. 


SV: So you’re a Massachusetts native? 
Tony: Well, kind of. I was actually con- 


ceived in Hingham and my two brothers § 


were born here and we moved out to 
California. 


SV: Was “Fields Of Agony” about the ff 


Gulf War? 

Tony: Yeah. The lyrics were written at 
the time the Gulf War was going on. The 
first verse was about feeling lucky that I 
didn’t have to be there. That’s the only 
war that I can really remember that the 
US was directly involved in so that’s 
why I wrote about it and, also, because it 
kind of affected a couple of things at 


home thatI was kind of irked about. Like § 


hippies protesting on the freeway for no 
particular reason. Stuff like that. 


SV: They were protesting against the f 


war? 
Tony: They were protesting against the 


war but pretty much for the wrong rea- | 


sons. 


SV: What reasons were they protesting 


for? 
Tony: They kind of wanted to make 


history themselves and get in the Santa | “ 
ae 


Cruz newspapers and stuff like that. 


SV: In other words, there wasn’t any 


substance. It was more about them try- 
ing to recapture the “glory years.” 
Tony: Yeah, recapture the glory years, 
brainwashed by their hippie teachers at 
UCSC. That’s pretty much why I wrote 
that song. I had some strong feelings 
about it. 

SV: “Sign The Bill” talks about drug 
legalization. Is the so-called war on drugs 
a completely lost cause? 


Uot FORAMA 


No Use For A Name aren’t exactly 
johnny-come-latelys, together nearly a jj 




















Tony: I have a different feeling about 
this topic than the other guys in the band. 
Steve wrote the lyrics. 

Jake: I think the way the war on drugs is 
being handled is not working. People 
are still dealing drugs and there’s still 
plenty of money being made. I know 
when I was in school I never paid any 
attention to DARE or any of those pro- 
grams. I’d see Bon Jovi on TV talking 


| about not doing drugs but it wouldn’t 


change my opinion. 

SV: My personal take on it is slightly 
more insidious. Building more prisons 
is good business, so the war on drugs is 
a way to put more people in jail. 

Tony: Isn’t the United States the country 
with the highest percentage of people in 
prison? 

SV: How’d the Warped tour go? 


4; Tony: It was good. It was really long. 


The days were very extensive because 
you get there at 8 in the morning and you 
have to wait around to play at 4 and then 
wait for the bus call at 12. But, also, it’s 
really easy because there were a lot of 
nice people on the tour and a whole 
bunch of different bands to meet. 

Jake: There were so many bands onit the 
whole time and everybody was really 
cool. It turned out good. 

SV (Drew): What was the origin of 
“Weirdo,” the guy with the sunflower 
seeds? 

Tony: Our drummer Rory (laughter). 
Spaced out and lost in Hollywood, Cali- 
fornia. 

SV (Drew): What exactly is “Fatal Flu” 
about? 

Tony: It’s about AIDS and the HIV 
virus. It kind of tells a story. There’s a 
line in there about people only thinking 
it’s a gay disease. There are very igno- 
rant people out there. The person even- 
tually gets away and it’s really sad be- 
cause the solution, the only way you can 
get out is to die. ° 

SV: Do you think that perception is 
changing at all? Do you think the 
government’s doing enough to find a 
cure? 

Tony: That’s a tough question. There’s 
always room for more. You never know 
if the government’s doing all it can do. 
You never really know what’s going on 


with that. Especially me. I’m pretty in the dark 
(laughs). 

SV (jokingly): But you’ ve got to be the spokes- 
man fora generation. You’ re the singer for a punk 
band! And, actually, some of your lyrics are 
pretty political. Not all of them but some of your 
songs do express a lot of social concern. 

Tony: Well, I can’t sit back and write about girls 
and beer because it makes me feel like a real 
shithead. It’s such the rock thing to do, we might 
as well just be a rock band if we’re going to write 
about something like that. That’s where we start 
getting classified as a rock band. 

SV (Drew): Do you see any solutions to the 
environmental problems discussed on “Leave It 


Behind”? \, 

Tony: That’s just a very depressing song about 
the environment that I just wrote to bum everyone 
out (laughter). No...I write, about these things 
because we live in a pretty polluted area and it’s 
becoming more and more like LA everyday, with 
the smog and all that kind of stuff. 

SV: I interviewed Ignite awhile back and their 
singer is very involved in environmental activ- 
ism, taking direct action and things like that. How 
do you feel about that sort of activism? 

Tony: Yeah. Actually, we plan to play some 
benefit shows, when we get home, for those kind 
of things. That’s about as far as we’ll go for that 
sort of activity. I don’t see myself as much of a 
spokesperson. I can’t really talk that fast. We plan 
to play alot of benefit shows for the things that we 
talked about on the album like battered women, 
AIDS benefits, environmental benefits. Plus I 
feel that sometimes, hopefully, if interpreted the 
correct way the lyrics are sometimes beneficial. 
Maybe it can help somebody out. 

SV (Drew): Who created the little creature guy 
(Biomag) on the cover of “Leche Con Carne” 
(and “The Daily Grind” )? What was the 
concept behind it? 

Tony: There’s no real concept behind it. 
We were just all into skateboard art 
when we were younger and somebody 
drew it up for us. ‘ 
Steve: It’s kind of like Eddie from Iron 
Maiden. J 


manatee 





Tony: We didn’t have enough time but ee 


we were going to try to bring a giant, 
smoking Biomag behind Rory. 


when we saw the “Anarchy Cookbook” 
and there was a picture of this guy with 
a bomb in it and we sort of just ripped it 
off. 
Tony: (showing a tattoo) See, this is the § 
original Biomag. This is where it comes } 
from. It was drawn by a guy named Russ | 
who used to hang out at Gilman Street. 
SV: So what’s this rumor about Steve 
needing a bodyguard. What’d you do, 
Steve? 

Steve: Totally unfounded. I wouldnever, 
ever ask for anything like that. That’s 
ridiculous. If anybody wanted to talk to 
me about our music, I would be totally 


at 
sD ,, 
Steve: I think it really sort of started | | | \ 
“ert 




























flattered. 

SV: You guys were part of the whole Gilman 
Street thing in the early days. Has that changed at 
all? 

Tony: We haven’t played Gilman Street, actu- 
ally, for along time. We kind of shied away from 
playing there when the ownership changed and 
all that stuff. It used to be run by Maximum Rock 
‘n Roll. We started touring and we didn’t play 
Berkeley for a long time and then we started 


"IT can’t sit back and write 
about girls and beer because it 





makes me feel like a real 
shithead."'--TONY 


talking to people at Berkeley Square and started 
getting shows there. Now, if we go back to 
Gilman Street they’ ll probably kill us. 

SV (Drew): Are you getting a lot of sleazy major 
label guys coming around? 

Tony: Well, to be honest with you, we did when 
we were on the Offspring tour. They had a lot of 
A&R guys from various labels asking us, buying 
us pizza and hotel rooms and stuff like that and it 
was really funny because, all along, we just knew 
that we weren’t going to go there. 

SV: Hey, a good meal out’s a good meal out, 
right? 

Jake: Good food’s always cool. 

Tony: Sometimes you start to feel like an asshole, 
though. We decided that if major labels ever 
approach us again, we’re just going to go “No, 
thank you for the offer but we don’t want to take 
your money, anymore.” 

SV: Was “I Detest” an anti-IRS song or an anti- 
tax song, in general? 

Tony: Nobody wants to pay taxes. 

SV: Well, to play devil’s advocate, they are a 


é "i 


® 


necessary evil for the social safety net. 
Steve: It’s just kind of screwed the way that 
certain people get taxed more and the rich get 
richer and the poor get poorer. That bummed me 
out at the time. 
SV: And some people want to move towards a 
flatter tax system, too. 
(talk about the elections and Pat Buchanan) 
Steve: That guy came into the studio that I worked 
at and he did his promos. This was four years ago 
and had the worst, most screwed-up things, 
like...”if these so-called liberal earth people re- 
ally cared about the environment, they wouldn’t 
be wasting their time trying to save these ani- 
mals” and he was just going off about all these 
groups that try to save animals. It was just ter- 
rible. I had to make copies of the cassette and I 
just bailed on him. I just left. Fuck that guy! 
SV: He’s striking a chord with some people 
though. And Pete Wilson (California governor) 
also seems to play into that thing somewhat, as 
well. 
Steve: Pete Wilson’s also a weasel. I wish some- 
body that was cool would run for office. It’d be a 
nice change, huh? 
Tony: I wish Dukakis would run again. 
SV: I voted for him. 
Steve: I did too. Who was he running against? 
Bush? That’s a no-brainer. They tried to ream 
him for that whole harbor thing. 
SV: And, of course, the reason for that is the 
funding for the Boston Harbor cleanup was cut. 
Steve: The only thing Reagan did, somehow...it 
seemed like business profited under him. As bad 
as Reagan was, he promoted independent busi- 
ness. Giving tax breaks to people who were trying 
to start businesses. 
SV: Yeah, but he was also one of the most anti- 
labor/anti-working person presidents we ever had. 
fF He fired the air traffic controllers. Labor’s 
am never really recovered, since. 
Tony: Look how many punk songs were 
written about it. 
SV: That’s true! And that’s why I’m 
4 thinking the ’94 election, with the Re- 
publican takeover of Congress, will bring 
a whole new string of agitated punk 
rock! 
\, Steve: Yeah. There’s not much bashing 
of Bill Clinton. 

¢ Tony: Every band had a song about 
4 





Reagan. Even we had one a long time 
ago called “Reagan Zombies.” In 1987. 
SV: Do the lyrics to the song “Power 
Bitch” embarrass you now? 

Steve: Yes and no. We had these lyrics 
to the song and we were going down to 
the studio and we didn’t like them so, 
within a few hours, we had to come up 
with new lyrics for it. So it was just kind 
% of about this dream and it’s kind of silly 
but, hopefully, it doesn’t offend any- 
body and they realize it’s a dream. 
Tony: The words “young and dumb” 
" apply... 
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This interview took place at the Showcase 
Theatre in Corona, CA on June 28, 1996, Zak 
bumped into Strife vocalist Rick Rodney at a 
show and spoke with him about the recent loss of 
their drummer, band life, the scene and life in 
general. Strife’s last album was “One Truth,” on 
Victory. So far this year, they’ ve released a new 
7" and have an album planned for later this year 
(hopefully)... 


SV: What happened with Sid (ex-drummer)? 
Rick: Well, basically, for the last six and a half 
years, Sid has basically managed our band and I 
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guess just being together for so long shit builds up 
and rumors start. There was this big rumor about 
us making mass money and stuff, which isn’t 
true. We all have to work full-time jobs. Sid and 
I both work at Kinko’s and we live at home. It got 
to all of us, Sid the most. The last tour that we 
were supposed to do went to shit because the 
promoter didn’t tell us where to go and where we 
supposed to play. It just basically went to shit. 
Lots of people started calling us up and telling us 
we suck for calling off the tour. How could we 
continue? We didn’t know what was going on 
with any of our next shows. Sid just finally said 


fuck it and he quit. 

SV: So he left? You guys didn’t kick him out or 
anything? 
Rick: No, no, he didn’t get kicked out. We’ re still 
really good friends and all. He still wants to 
record the album. I would like to see it continue 
with Sid because we basically started the band 
together. 

SV: I hope you guys don’t break up over this. 
Rick: Oh hell no, never! 

SV: You guys practicing with any new drummers 
right now? 

Rick: Well, we were going to tour with the 
drummer from Eyelid because he knows all our 
stuff and we’re really good friends with those 
guys, but the whole tour fell apart anyway, from 
the beginning, because we came to find out the 
whole East Coast is under water. Everywhere is 
flooded. (huh?—AL) 

SV: I was talking to Kurt (Catalyst) and he was 
bummed that Birthright weren’t going to get to 
play with you guys in Texas. 

Rick: Well, what happened is we had the full US 
tour, all the dates set and then we figured out that 
we were going to end up losing money in the long 
run. We’ ve done three US tours and lost money 
on every single one. We’ve never made any 


money. I guess it’s partly because we never have 


any merchandise. We aren’t very smart when that 
comes down. It goes two ways. We were going to 
lost a lot of money on the tour and we simply 
couldn’t afford it. Plus everything else went to 
shit with the promoters and the East Coast di- 
lemma. Everything happened, even our van broke 
down. 

SV: When is the new album coming out? 

Rick: It’s not even recorded yet. 

SV: No way! I heard some of the new stuff at The 
Whiskey and I’ve been kind of waiting for that 
stuff to come out. é 

Rick: What we are doing now is basically mel- 
lowing out. We’ ve all had time to be by ourselves. 
For a long time it almost became like a business 
thing and we kind of lost the fun. We started this 
band to have fun and, for a long time, we finally 
got to see the business end of it. We saw how 
promoters are and how kids are that are doing 
shows and, most importantly, how we got. Be- 
cause of what we expected from being together 
for so long I think we all wanted to make at least 
a little money to survive and eat from. So right 
now we’re just taking it easy. I started skate- 
boarding again so I’ve pretty much mellowed 
out. When we go back in the studio hopefully 
we’ll go in all fresh and with a better attitude and 
leave what’s been happening lately behind us. 
SV: My friend has the original demo tape you 
guys sold like six years ago and I have the 7"s on 
New Age Records. How was the transition be- — 
tween New Age and Victory? I head rumors that 
you guys and Mike Hartsfeld had a big falling out. 
Rick: To tell you the truth, I don’t really know. 
It’s more between Andrew and Mike. I stay away 
from everything as much as possible. Lately, 
when’ ve had anything to do with the band, I end 
up getting let down, so I just stay away. We know 





what is going on, what’s in our music and what’s 
in our hearts. No rumors could ever destroy that. 
We are playing music for one basic purpose and 
that is to spread the straight-edge message. We 
would like to go to a show and make enough 
money to get to the next show but, as it’s turning 
out now, I can make more money working my 
$6.00 an hour job. We can’t afford to do anything 
anymore. What happened with Mike I’ m still not 
clear about, but there was a falling-out between 
him and Andrew. Victory called us up and asked 
us to do the “Only The Strong” comp. We did, 
they liked what we put out and and they wanted 
us to work with them more. We were blown away 
by Victory because they were extremely profes- 
sional. I don’t mean that in a business sense but 
they didn’t bullshit with us. They sat down and 
told us how everything was going to be. They are 
avery well-run and organized label. To me and to 
our band that is the‘way all labels should be run. 
They are by far the best hardcore label. Ask any 
band, aside from One Life Crew, and they’ll say 
the same. 

SV: What do you think about that incident? 
Rick: I really don’t know too much about it, to tell 
you the truth. I know that it was a bunch of 
bullshit. We met those guys when we were in 
Cleveland and I thought they were great guys. We 
didn’t have any problems with them. We don’t 
have any problems with any Victory bands to my 
knowledge. That’s probably stupid that I said that 
because now I’ll hear a bunch of shit about us. 
















































































































Chubby Fresh has a big mouth, though. He likes 
to talk a lot of shit. He just does it for kicks. 
SV: Alright, I’ll ask you one more time about the 
show at the Whiskey (laughter). Why did Kill 
Holiday get booted off and Eyelid put on the bill? 
Rick: (laughs) I seriously do not know what you 
are talking about. Everyone thinks that Strife 
booked that gig but it was a promoter. As far as 
Eyelid playing that show, we wanted a local 
talent to play that show. Is that wrong? It’s not 
that we don’t like Kill Holiday or New Age 
Records. I don’t even know anyone in that band. 
People, or at least people in San Diego, are saying 
that we don’t like New Age Records bands but 
that’s ridiculous. We play with Mouthpiece all 
the time, they’re our best friends. 

SV: Last time I talked to you, I asked you when 
you guys were going to play San Diego and you 
told me, “I didn’t know we were wanted in San 
Diego.” Why did you say that? 

Rick: Everytime we’ve ever heard about San 
Diego, and there’s a few friends that we do have 
down there, again it’s just shit talking. But then 
again it’s shit talking in every city. I don’t know, 
maybe there’s something started, we like to fuck 
around and don’t take life as seriously as every- 
one else but that’s what the scene’s about. Having 
fun. Everyone is like, “I’m going to stand here 
with a lame grin on my face and I’m going to say 
fuck the world.” 

SV: It seems like alot of the music today is about 
just being harsh and trying to be politically moti- 
vated to be rebel- 
lious. 

Rick: Oh and 
that’s fine. 

SV: TI’ ve noticed, 
through the 
years, you guys 
have always been 
more into bring- 
ing across the 
message of 
straight-edge 


rather than trying to bring about political change. 
Rick: It’s not so much the message of straight- 
edge. It’s introspectively looking at the world 
through my eyes because I only know the world 
through my eyes and I can’t speak for anyone 
else. Nor can I tell anyone else how to live their 
life. It’s not my job. I have too many problems in 
my life without telling you how to live yours. You 
know what’s right for you. Hardcore shouldn’t be 
about backstabbing, lying and saying that you’ re 
not hardcore enough because of your beliefs or 
your eating habits. If you believe in the music and 
believe what you feel inside, come to a show and 
have fun. I want people to smile and have a good 
time. I want people to stagedive and dance and 
generally have fun. People who stand there and 
kick the shit out of each other suck. I see the scene 
going that way, in a sense. Crews that think 
they’re tougher than everyone, more political, 
more vegan, more straight-edge, whatever. Fuck 
that shit...it’s lame. 

SV: Do you believe the scene is steering towards 
that way? 

Rick: Yeah, kids think that because they listened 
to the music for a whole year that all of a sudden 
they have the right to tell me how to live my life. 
There’s so many images that people are trying to 
fit into. You go to a show and there’s so many 
different cliques. Our band just has been doing 
the same thing since day one. From six years ago 
until now weiare the same band. We still have fun 
like it used to be at shows. When we used to do 
shows, it wasn’t like tough kids or anything. I 
would walk into ashow and know everyone. Now 
it’s like you can’t talk to that kid because he talks 
shit or because he has different eating habits. It’s 
stupid. There were vegans, before, there was just. 
straight-edge, but everyone went to have a good 
time. It’s fuckin’ ridiculous—15, 16 year old kids 
going to tell me how to live my life. Fuck that shit. 
I’m 24, I’ ve been in the scene for a long time and 
I am just here to have fun, like it should be. 
SV: You now have people that were in the scene 
for a long time and now they don’t listen to the 





new shit because of a different sound. 

Rick: Or because the kids are fucking ruining it. I mean, I’ma straight-edge 
kid, I believe in it, it’s in my soul. I’ve been on the other side of the fence 
and I know that the straight-edge way of life is definitely the way to go. It 
wasn’t invented to rule people’s lives. It was invented as a tool to improve 
people’s lives and make them and the world stronger. Not to put yourself on 
a pedestal and grow muscles. There are kids that are 95 Ibs. and think that 
they are the shit at a show. I want to see how they last down at the ghetto, 
where it geally counts. See how long they last all being tough-guy there. 
Come to the show and have a good time, shake each-other’s hand and give 
each other a smile. Together we can make a change. Fuck, look at the shows 
today, It’s 99% white suburban kids. We are all from the suburbs. We don’t 
know what it’s like to live in poverty. All these kids are stuck up and 
arrogant. We need to make a change and only together, united, we can make 
achange. We’ ve played shows with Pennywise and got a better welcoming 
than we do at straight-edge shows. 

SV: How was it playing with punk bands? 

Rick: It was cool because going into a show like that, knowing that 95% of 
the people there smoke, drink, don’t give a fuck about politics or straight- 
edge. All they care about is moshing and MTV. For us to goin there and play 
the show and have people come up to us after the show and say, “wow, you 
guys are really cool. I’m not straight-edge but I appreciate that you didn’t 
press your values.” Those are the people that are more likely to become 
straight-edge. He’s going to look at that example and hopefully make a 
change. 

SV: So you see this approach as working out a lot better than, say, the 
hardline approach. 

Rick: Yes, but the hardline approach definitely has its place. Don’t get me 
wrong. That’s the beauty of hardcore because there’s a place for everything. 
There is a lot of anger in everyone about how the world is run, but I can’t 
get down on those kids because all I can do is hope that they’Il turn that anger 
into something positive because, seriously, I look back at all the hardline 
kids that were around back in the early days of hardcore and they are all 
drinking, doing drugs and smoking now. They simply built up all these walls 
and wouldn’t let anyone in. In the end, they had nothing. No friends left, no 
family members left, nothing. A lot of these kids now think they’ll be 
hardline for life. They have the tattoos, everything. I believe they will be for 
life and I commend them for their beliefs. But I think they should use it in 
a more positive way. This gang mentality just isn’t going to work. Who’s 
going to listen to you? That’s what hardcore and straight-edge is all against. 
It’s not about gang mentality, it’s about fighting gang mentality and narrow- 
mindedness. That’s how the system looks at us. You don’t want to use the 
same ideologies, those are false beliefs. That’s what made the world the way 
it is. Religion, politics... 

SV: As far as religion, I see a big shift in the hardcore scene towards religion 
or religion shifting towards the hardcore scene. Do you think religion has a 
place in hardcore? 

Rick: I don’t believe in religion, myself, andI definitely don’t think religion 
has a place in hardcore because religion is just a way of placing yourself 
above everyone else. Bands like Focused and Unashamed, I listen to their 
music and they’ re great guys but the beliefs really have no place in the scene. 
SV: So how do you feel about Ray (Cappo)’s manipulation of the scene to 
try to recruit Krishna kids? 

Rick: Well, Ray has always been a role model to the scene and a sort of idol. 
Sure, people are going to follow him and he’s going to recruit people 
because of this. Plus for the simple fact that on the East Coast, there are so 
many more Krishna kids than out here in the west. It’s simply bigger out 
there. don’t know. Ray is just huge, people listen to his old records and they 
think why not follow him now. I’ ve followed him for so long, anyway. Ray 
isa good guy. He’s always been cool tome. They don’t seem to be preaching 
the Krishna religion so much anymore. 

SV: Do you believe in a higher power? 

Rick: Sure. It makes me feel better as a person. 

SV: Any closing remarks? 

Rick: Thanks for the interview. Damn, I feel I have to defend the band. Don’t 
worry...we are not breaking up. We are totally stronger than that. 
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New Jersey native Nikki Para- 
site has been flying the Parasites’ 
banner for a decade, yet they re- 
main an underrated band. Heart on 
sleeve pop songs with a pure punk 
buzz and hooks sinking in with 
deadly accuracy. They’ ve released 
a bucketload of 7"s (I have no idea 
how many butit’s got to be over 20, 
at this point), a live European re- 
lease and a few albums. There’s a § 
new full-length in the works. The # 
latest lineup of The Parasites is "7, 
Nikki (vocals/guitar), Dan (drums), ~ afi 
Denny (guitar) and Scott (bass). As 
is usually the case with four people 
talking at once, attributing quotes 
to individuals was tough, at times, 
so hopefully I didn’t fuck up too 
badly. I interviewed them at the 
Elvis Room in Portsmouth, NH... 


SV: Nikki, you’ re from Jersey origi- 
nally? 

Nikki: Originally. 

SV: When did you actually start the 
band? 

Nikki: ’86. 

SV: When did you move out to the 
west coast? 
Nikki: 92. From about ’90 until I 338 
moved, the band was only me so it 
made it easy to record but more 
difficult to play so I moved to where 
the label (Shredder) was and he had 
lined up this other band to just kind 
of merge with me and be The Para- 
sites. [Dan’s] the only one left from 
that lineup. 

Dan: The only surviving member. 
SV: And what were you called be- 
fore? 

Dan; We were called The Plagarists. 

SV: I love it when I don’t make up questions in 
advance. 

Nikki; Oh just wing it. 

SV: OK. How’d you get into punk rock in the first 
place? 

Dan: I’m still not into punk rock. (laughter) 
Nikki; When I was in junior high school, a friend 
of mine’s...there were these people I knew from 
England and her sister was into punk rock stuff so 
she had records with her and she always got them 
when they came out so that’s when I first heard it 
and then I started buying them and I haven’t 
stopped. 





Dan: I actually got into it through him (Scott?). 
Sort of. 

Scott: Yeah, I think it was junior high school for 
me too. About 1978. 

Dan: Shhh! 

Denny: I was born then. 

SV: I don’t wanna hear it. 

Scott: Yeah, just pipe down, kid. Actually, we 
were in London in the summer of ’77, weren’t 
we? 

Dan: Yeah, we were. I never made the connection 
before. 

Scott: That’s how we got into punk rock. We 
heard the Sex Pistols on the radio in our hotel 
room. 
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Dan: Yeah, I’m pretty sure we did. 
Scott: I remember we heard the 
Who! 

SV: What do you think about all 
this sudden attention, the last few 
years, towards punk rock? 

Scott: I like attention. 

Denny: It’s a good thing. 

Nikki: It’s made our tours better in 
out of the way places. There are 
some places where if we had played 
there two years ago there would 
have been two people and now 
there’s two hundred so why not? 
Give people a choice other than 
Winger or Poison. 

Dan: I would go with Winger. 
Nikki: That’s true but there needs 
to a choice besides that. 

Scott: I just like the singing bass- 
player. His name’s Kip, you know. 
SV: I know. And he was in Alice 
Cooper’s band before that too, you 
know. 

Nikki: A long time ago, we played 
with Michael Bruce from Alice 
Cooper’s band. Boy they were bad. 
SV: Where was this? 

Nikki: At the Brighton Bar in Jer- 
sey. It was nasty. 

SV: What was it like being a punk 
band , starting out in Jersey, at a 
time where it wasn’t the most fash- 
ionable thing in the world? 

Nikki: It was pretty much like play- 
ing to very few people. (laughter) It 
didn’t seem so bad at the time be- 
cause I wasn’t in a band before and 
it was nice to do it and there were 
some people there. If we had fifty 
people, we were like, “oh man, this 
is the greatest show ever!” 

Dan: If you’ re just starting out, you don’t mind 
playing for nobody. It’s fun. 

Nikki: The waitstaff like us! 

Dan: There’s nothing like being fifteen years old 
and dedicating a song to the waitress because 
she’s the only one in the club. You might get 
lucky with that waitress. She might give you a 
free drink! How lucky can you get? 

SV: Have you toured out of the country at all? 
Nikki: Yeah. Right before we left on this tour, we 
had just gotten back from Spain. Lots and lots and 
lots of people. Lots and lots of Spanish people. 
Dan: Lots and lots of little people. Little dark 
people who don’t speak English very well. 











Nikki: But they’re very nice. They’re a very 
beautiful race. 

Dan: They drive like maniacs. 

Nikki: Little streets. Little cars. 

Denny: No seasoning in their food. 

SV: What’s Gilman like these days? 

Nikki: The way it works is that first everyone 
likes Green Day and then they do something 
that’s not punk so everyone hates them. Then 
they like Rancid, now they hate them. It’s just like 
a rotating thing. The problem is that so many 
bands either aren’t allowed to or don’t play there 
anymore. Anyone on a major can’t play there. 
And then you start getting anyone who toured 
with a band who toured with a band who’s on a 
major can’t play there. It’s kind of weird because 
their used to be big shows all the time. Every 
month you’d have Tiltand Green Day and Rancid 
and Mr. T and every weekend would be a big 
show at least one of the nights. Nowit’s just weird 
because there’s all these shows with bands I 
haven’t even heard of and I live there. Mostly it’s 
all new bands. It’s mostly hardcore stuff. They 
don’t seem to like us too much although it’s 
getting a little better. 

Scott: The last show there was pretty good. 
Nikki: That was by far the best one that we’ ve had 
that wasn’t also with Rancid or the Queers on the 
bill. It was decent. And we sell records there, in 
the store around the corer, too, but I don’t know 
who buys them because no one ever shows up to 
see us. 

SV: The new single parodies the Boris The Sprin- 
kler motif. 

Dan: It’s not a parody. It’s a tribute. 

SV: OK, tribute, whatever. Elaborate. 

Nikki: We were by his (Rev. Ngrb’s) house and 
he always takes the band pictures either outside 
his door or inside his house and that Green Bay 
route sign was on a warehouse that was there so 
we saw it and went and got the same clothes they 
were wearing...after they washed them! 

SV: Good! 

Nikki: And just kind of got in the same positions. 
But now the warehouse has been torn down so no 
oneelsecan do it. Right after we took the pictures, 
he said they were demolishing it. 

Denny: Is there any connection you think? 
Dan: I don’t know. Then the time after that, the 
building next to the one with the sign is gone. So 
N@rb’s house is going to be next. By the time that 
we get there, he’ll just be sleeping in a tent. 
(laughter) With all of his records. He’ll build a 
house out his records. 

SV: Is he like that 24 hours a day? I met him and 
wondered about that. 

Nikki: He’s like that 26 hours a day. Yeah, we 
played four shows with them on this tour and, 
actually, the last show is at Gilman with them 
because they’re doing like ten days all the way 
out to California and back, somehow. I don’t 
know how. 

Dan: They’ re playing their way out to California 
and then driving straight back because they have 
to be at work on the following Monday. 

SV: Any more cool Rev. Ngrb stories? 








Nikki: You don’t have enough tape. 

SV: Oh, give me one or two. 

Dan: He took his pants off in Cleveland. 
Denny: He was claiming that his underwear looked 
like the state of Cleveland. 

SV: The state of Cleveland? 

Nikki: Can we quote you on that, Denny? 
Denny: Yeah. He had this big thing where Ohio 
looks like a pair of underwear. That was pretty 
funny. 

Nikki: It sort of does. (talk about the geography of 
Ohio and how it does look like a pair of under- 
wear and how Cincinnati is in the south and 
Cleveland in the north...this is leading some- 
where...) 

Dan: N¢rb declared that a certain portion of his 
anatomy was Cincinnati. 

Nikki: The thing with them is like, The Dickies, 
if you go to see them five or six times in arow you 
hear the same jokes every night. With Boris, it’s 
always something else. It just takes one word to 
start him off on a twenty minute tirade. It’s pretty 
cool. We just play with them as much as possible. 
Dan: To amuse ourselves, mainly. 

Nikki: We don’t even like them. 

Dan: We find them amusing. 

SV: How’d you hook up with Mel (from Shred- 
der)? 

Dan: Well, Satan came by...(laughter) 

Nikki: Somebody who worked at Epicenter or- 
dered records from me of the first single, which I 
never sent them and they kept after me until I sent 
them and he was a friend of Mel’s. At the same 
time, Dallas Denery of Sweet Baby Jesus, who’s 
now in Bomb Bassets, I knew from when they 
played (in NJ) and I sent him a tape of us 
practicing and, right at the same time, the guy 
from Epicenter gave him arecord and Dallas gave 
himatape so when we sentit, he had like 40 songs 
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and he liked 39 of them or some weird thing, so 


he called me up and said he wanted to do three 


albums. 

(talk turns to breakfast foods—I don’t know 
why—and how awesome Shoney’s breakfast 
buffet is) 

SV: What are your other favorite food establish- 
ments on tour? 

Denny: McDonald’s. 

Dan: McDonald’s, it’s the same no matter where 
you go so at least you’re standardized. But you 
have to be careful not to go there too often. We 
want to make the McRoyal, like they have over in 
Spain. It’s just a hamburger with lettuce and 
tomato and mayonnaise. It’s fucking revolution- 
ary! 

Nikki: They were taking us to all these weird 
restaurants in Spain, where they’d order a sand- 
wich for me and it was a piece of ham that had 
been dried for a year that had fat all around it, with 
no condiments. That’s why there’s so many 
people. And all we wanted to do was go to 
McDonald’s and as soon as we had some time to 
ourselves, we ran over to McDonald’s and said, 
like, “Dos McRoyal et agguar (7?).” 

Scott: A nice combination of Spanish and French. 
Nikki: Yeah, [kept mixing them up. They’ re right 
next to each other. 

Scott: You’d think they could learn both! 
Nikki: Wouldn’t it be easier if they all spoke 
English? 

Dan: We’re going to take them over anyway, 
sooner or later, aren’t we? Oh, sorry, that’s my 
personal agenda. 

Scott: Don’t tell them about that. 





PARASITES: 
PO Box 40307, Berkeley, CA 94704 























Foreign orders add 
$2.00/item. 
We 2029 st Cash, Cheques, 
oney Orders. 


“JerkNation” 


| |For the first time ever, Hoboken’s raw 10”, 
@ |\Jerk Lessons, & the brilliant double 7”, Date 


Rape Nation, together on one CD. Plus 4 live 
tracks, too! A must have! CD 


“Grease, Grits, and Gravy” 


Debut full- koe je from South Carolina’s pre- 
-punk maestros. Contains the hit 
single, “Turn Off the Radio.” More infectious 


8 |than Ebola. Produced by Mass Giorgini. 


CD/ LP 


Also Available: 


RC Hoboken “easy instructions for complex 
’ CD/LP...Sidekick Kato “Ist Class Chump” 

CD/ LP. blivion “Shoot Me a Waco” & whee Thief 
CD/ LP...Not Same “Twin City Obituary” CD/LP... 
Zoinks!/No ath ey 7” /CD-EF...Av er On Strike 
“Torrid Tales of per hate” 7” ..Cletus “s/t” 7”... The 
SH Ut Neer Sesceg Re Ce 

ey Want Whateve mo. opes 
Fired” CD/LP S* OP P.O. Box 479-164 


Chicago, IL 60647 


beta 


We 2 23 ke S 
mechanic 


‘69 Camaro 
Crisis 9 7"/CD 
Fons boys and one ail put forth a rocking debut 1 


single. Beautifully orchestrated female vocals, with 
music that is very reminiscent of VERBAL ASSAULT. 


RED FIVE Bunny 


Crisis 10 ie sh, 


An emotional, melodic, experimental wall of 


Noise that will leave you in a state of pure bs : ve | § | S 


bliss. CD contains bonus tracks. One of the 


ECORDS 


members can swallow a buddha!!! 


MAIL ORDER PRICES CRISIS Records, P.O. Box 5232 © Huntington Beach, CA 92615-5232 


7"/S4  —(D/S6 Send a stamp for our catalog © Visa/MC orders call 714. 842. SLUG 





Finally, after promising to do this for god 
knows how long, here’s an interview with one of 
Boston’s best bands, Doc Hopper. With roots in 
Maine (and guitarist/vocalist Chris Pierce used to 
be the drummer in the AG’s and still does the 
same in Sinkhole), Doc Hopper moved here in 
91 and have been a local fixture ever since, 
bashing out a tuneful pop/punk blend punctuated 
with an often devil-may-care live aesthetic (if it 
can be called aesthetic). Chris and bassist Jon 
Madden are the only original members left, al- 
though drummer Greg Hoffman’ s been with them 
for awhile. Matt was added on second guitar 
sometime ago, as well. They have two albums on 
Ringing Ear, “Aloha” and “Ask Your Mom” and 
have appeared on a number of 7"s, comps, splits 
and what have you. I interviewed Chris and Greg 
in a Boston alleyway (punk!) tucked between In 
Your Ear records (my place of employment) and 
McDonald’s on a somewhat nippy afternoon ear- 
lier this year... 


DOC HOPPER 





SV: Tell me the whole dirty, disgusting Doc 
Hopper story. Chris, I know you were in the AG’s 
and you’re from Maine, originally. How about 
you Greg? What’s your story? 

Greg: I’m from Newton. I used to play in a band 
called Not Our Dog, a long time ago and kind of 
fell in with these guys. Doc Hopper played with 
Not Our Dog at the Rat a long time ago and I quit 
my band at the same time their drummer quit. 
Chris: The same time our old drummer lost his 
mind. 

SV: He lost his mind? 

Chris: He almost lost his mind. He’s back now 
and feeling much better. 

SV: What made you decide to move from Maine 
to Boston? 

Chris: A lot of our friends had moved to Waltham 
and Maine, for the most part, the only fun to be 
had is the fun that you make. So when there was 
a large group of us everything was fine but then 
everyone started to break off and it was just like 











me, our old guitar player Scott, our old drummer/ 
guitar player George and there weren’t too many 
people to hang around with so, after awhile, it was 
“we need to get the hell out of here!” Malcolm 
became our drummer in the summer of ’91. He 
was going to Mass Art and he was getting ready 
to go back to school so we’re just like, “We 
should move to Boston. We need to get out of 
Maine.” So Jon and I moved out to Brighton and 
that’s when George was still in high school and he 
had to stay up there and that’s when we had Seth 
LePore join our band, which was an amazing 
experience to say the least. I don’t know how we 
ever managed to play shows and record with him 
as our guitar player because he was fun as hell to 
watch but couldn’t play a damn note. Of course, 
all we cared about then was jumping around and 
acting crazy, anyway. 

SV: Yeah. I think for the first two years I saw you 
guys play live, you were never once in tune. 
Chris: The strange thing is I think I might have 
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been in tune, sometimes, but Jon and Seth just 
sort of blew the whole thing outside. It didn’t 
matter what we were playing, we were jumping 
around, we were wired, that’s all we cared about. 
Then Malcolm went back to Maine and Seth went 
off to be a poet and Jon and I were like, shit, we 
have this single coming out, we can’t break up. So 
it took us awhile to find Greg. We went through 
six or seven months without having a drummer. 
Then we found Greg. Scott had moved down to 
Boston that next summer. He had started playing 
guitar when we were living together in Maine and 
the only thing he ever listened to when he first 
started to play guitar was Doc Hopper when we 
were starting out. So that worked for awhile 
until... 

Greg: He flipped out too, basically. 

SV: It’s you guys, right? You drive ‘em crazy! 
Greg: Right. But we toured a couple of times with 
the four-piece lineup and it just wore thin. We got 
sick of him, he got sick of us so we let him go after 
the second tour. We played as a three piece for a 
few months and then we got Matt. 

Chris: Matt filled in almost immediately but he 
kept saying, “this isn’t permanent, this isn’t per- 
manent” and that fall was when we did the three 
piece thing for awhile. 

Greg: It was alot of fun. We played a lot of covers. 
SV: Growing up incultural backwater like Maine, 
how did you discover punk rock? 

Chris: I had a friend when I was a freshman in 
high school who had moved from Providence. He 
was into punk and, at that point in time, all I was 
really listening to was Slayer and Metallica and 
speed metal stuff. They were always talking 
about punk rock too. So the bands that were my 
idols were saying punk rock was cool. Then this 
kid that I finally started hanging out with had the 
records. I got into the whole straight-edge thing 
when I was in high school. I did that until the end 
of my senior year because I was too young to 
drink and I didn’t know any of the scumbags in 
my town because I hated them. So even if I 
wanted to be a drunk and stoner I couldn’t be- 
cause I didn’t have any access to it! We used to 
drive down to Boston and Rhode Island a lot to 
see shows and then, by my senior year, we were 
putting on shows at Colby College, which was 30 
miles north of where we lived, because a friend of 
ours was director of student activities there, so we 
had pretty much free reign over any room and 
access to all their PA’s. So we did some punk 
shows there. 

SV: What town did you grow up in? 

Chris: Gardner, which is right below Augusta. 
Jon grew up in Farmingdale, the next town over. 
SV: You told me you knew Rick Wimert from the 
Bruisers (Note: this interview was done before 
Rick’s recent death—AL) when you were grow- 
ing up? 

Chris: Oh yeah. One of the first shows I ever went 
to was at Colby College and he was in a band 
called Intense Vomiting. (laughter) He had all 
these really scumbag Portland dirtbags playing 
for him and they were playing and a couple of us 
were sitting in the front. We weren’t dancing 





because these guys were kind of scary and they 
sucked. 

SV: Were they a hardcore band? 

Chris: Sort of, in a Maine kind of way. Not in a 
Youth Of Today sort of thing. They’d go slow, 
they’d go fast and they had stupid songs like “I 
Wanna Kill You” and “Kill The Brady Clan.” 
Everything was kill and I distinctly remember 
that’s when he went by Sik Rik and I just remem- 
ber being frightened of him because he was 
wearing an Adolf Hitler European Tour shirt and 
he pointed at me and my friend and we both had 
big x’s on our hands and he said, “Alright, this is 
to all the fags up in the balcony that won’t come 
down here and dance and to all these little pussies 
with x’s on their hands” and I was like AARRGH! 
And then our old drummer Malcolm, who was in 
this other band when I was in high school, he 
started dating this girl named Jessica who was 
friends with all the Portland skinheads and we 
eventually ended up hanging out with Sik Rik and 
Malcolm and I were like, “I remember seeing this 
guy three years ago...he’s going to killus!” Yeah, 
Portland was the mean city to us. 

SV: Did winning the WBCN Rumble (local battle 
of the bands that Doc Hopper won in ’95) change 
your lives? 

Greg: It got us... 

Chris: ...made fun of a lot. 

Greg: It was fun. 

Chris: I thought it was awesome that we got to 
play with the Muffs. That was the best part. And 
having Sik Rik sing with us twice. 








SV: So what was the outcome? Any A&R guys 
bugging you? 

Greg: Right after that whole thing went down, we 
went on tour so no one was able to get in touch 
with us. We never even collected like 1/3 of the 
prizes we won. None of the recording time. 

SV: You mean you didn’t do the photo shoots for 
publicity shots? 

Chris: Nope. Well, we got paid the money we 
won that night so that was good. It went immedi- 
ately to paying off our old phone debt and fixing 
our van so we were able to go on tour. And we also 
got the 250 custom-printed condoms. Those were 
pretty damn funny. : 
SV: With the Doc Hopper name on them? 
Chris: Yeah and East Coast Skull, which is our 
own little fake tattooed gang. 

SV: Your own posse. 

Chris: Yeah. Us and Deadguy and a bunch of 
crazy tattoo artists in New Jersey. 

SV: So what do you think about what’s going on 
in Boston these days, with all the little punk and 
hardcore factions, crews, whatever. 

Chris: It’s really weird. The kids in Boston hate 
us, itseems. We can go anywhere pretty much on 
the east coast and have a pretty good turnout at 
shows and they’re kids. The high school kids 
have our records and know our stuff and kind of 
go crazy and, around Boston, we play at the 
Middle East and it’s the same crew of our friends 
and a few of our drunken buddies and the kids 
never come see us in Boston. It’s weird. 

SV: It seems as though you draw OK. 


Greg: We get other bands that have good draw 
and play with us, like Deadguy and Weston, 
Sicko. 

Chris: Playing around Boston is weird, anyway, 
because of all the clubs and all that shit. We’ ve 
never played on Lansdowne Street:and never will 
because I’ ve gone to Axis a couple of times to see 
shows and it just makes me mad. 

SV: The whole corporate rock, goon squad vibe 
there. 

Chris: Yeah, definitely. We’re not into that. I'd 
much rather play the same room upstairs at the 
Middle East where we can have a bunch of our 
friends bands come and a bunch of our friends 
come and it’s like a public keg party or some- 
thing. It has the same sort of loose atmosphere. 
SV: It seems as though Boston’s the last holdout 
for the poppy/punk thing, although things have 
improved here the last few years. It doesn’t seem 
to have the following I hear about elsewhere. 
Greg: Oh, yeah, not like the midwest or down 
south. 

SV: Have you ever thought about getting out of 
Boston at all? 

Chris: I love this city but I am getting so sick of 
winters here. This winter, when we drove down to 
Florida with Deadguy, we were all just asking 
ourselves “so why do we live in the Northeast?” 
It’s a great area but it’s too fucking cold. I think 
I’d be used to it after I grew up in Maine. If it was 
a little bit warmer it’d be the ideal place. I think 
the only climate region that’s agreeable is the 
west coast but I hate the west coast. I hate the 
people there, they’ re all idiots. Everything is new 
and strange to me. 

SV: Why was “Lurch” done by both Sinkhole and 
Doc Hopper? It’s an inspirational tune (about 
“my best friend, my penis’). Jon Clark wrote it, 
right? 

Chris: Basically, Sinkhole recorded it and we 
have a strange way of doing things. We’ll learna 
song right before we go into the studio. That’s the 
way we do most of our stuff. Then a few of the 
songs will be recorded and released but just sort 
of dropped and forgotten and “Lurch” ended up 
being one of those songs that I really like and, 
after awhile, I asked Jon if we could start playing 
it and he said, “Oh sure, that’s fine.” 

Greg: We ended up recording it as a joke, any- 
way. 

Chris: Yeah, because we always record way too 
many covers in the studio because we have extra 
time. 

SV: Like the John Cougar cover you did for me! 
And those stage names you used—Soggy Johnny 
One Foot, Hugh G. Rexson, Alfred E. Hoffman... 
Chris: Yeah, we’ re kind of silly. 

SV: That’s going to be the big quote I’m going to 
have...” Yeah, we’re kind of silly.” 

Chris: Yeah, we take ourselves real seriously! 
Then when we ended up releasing it...Jon Clark 
doesn’t seem to remember this conversation but 
I do, vividly, I don’t know if it’s an imagined 
experience or not, but I remember asking him, 
“Jon, can we release this,” because Sinkhole was 
never supposedly going to do anything with this 


song and he said, “Sure” and I could have sworn 
that he said, “I think it would be funny if you guys 
put it out and said that you wrote it,” so that if 
anyone knew the Sinkhole version...and every- 
one makes the weird comparisons between Sink- 
hole and Doc Hopper anyway...”’Oh, they might 
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as well be one band.” Then when it finally came 
out, Jon was supposedly real pissed. He was real 
mad at Bryan from Horace Pinker but everything’ s 
fine now. It caused us some confusion, which is 
funny. 

SV: That leads me to the controversial part of the 
interview. Whathappened with that Horace Pinker 
tour last summer? The Readers Digest condensed 
version, please! 

Chris: Well, Matt’s not here so we’ re not going to 
have a twenty minute tirade about how much he 
hates them. 

Greg: The first time we met them, we did a week 
of shows with them. They were a lot of fun, it 
worked out really good but it was only a week, it 
was the east coast and it was kind of like our 
home. 

Chris: There was no question about money with 
that. 

Greg: Then, finally, when we got out on the road 
with them, everything to them was, like, they 
wanted the perfect slot time, they wanted the 
perfect amount of money and they couldn’t un- 
derstand. They would say, like, ““we’ve played 
this town five times, how come there’s nobody 
here?” and it’s because they played there with 
Jawbreaker. Every other town was supposedly 
their home town and there was pretty much a 
complaint about everything. 

Chris: And for us it was the most successful 
money-wise tour that we’d had and all they could 
do was complain about everything. We met them 
in Chicago after they had taken a couple of weeks 
off because Scott had gotten really sick and, after 
that, I rode in their van to one of the last shows and 
Bryan said, “we’re dropping off the tour.” The 
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bottom line is we’re not making as much money 
as we thought we were going to and it’s not worth 
it to us” and I had a hard time believing it. 

SV: That’s basically what they said to me when I 
talked to them about it. They said they dropped 
out because it wasn’t financially worth it to them. 
Chris: And that’s stupid. A lot of the thing with 
them...they mentioned the name Fat Wreck 
Chords, they had their single and they thought 
that was going to be an instant key to success 


which, for some bands, it definitely is. I won’t 
deny that. But they really thought that they were 
just a huge, big-drawing band and, when we were 
in the middle of nowhere and no one was really 
there to see them, they were like, “what’s going 
on? We don’t understand” so, after awhile, we’re 
just like, it’s better that you guys are dropping off 
the tour. 

Greg: Plus they were extremely greedy with a 
bunch of people. They put out that split 7" with us 
for the tour (“Suck Shit”) and, being on tour, 
you’d got to figure either do some split so each 
band can make money off selling the 7's but they 
waited until they dropped off the tour to give us 
any 7"s and wouldn’t let us sell them at shows or 
even sell them to record stores in the town. 
Chris: And the whole t-shirt thing that they made 
also. After Weston went to Europe, they said 
those Doc Hopper/Horace Pinker “Suck Shit” 
shirts were everywhere because they brought 
them to Europe both times they went and that is 
so lame because they didn’t ask us about it. 
Greg: Or give us any. 

Chris: They made Weston buy the shirts. They 
wouldn’t trade ‘em. I had one and I’ve given it 
away. It makes me mad to look at it now. Horace 
Pinker did that thing with Face To Face and they 
knew Face To Face were going to be huge and 
that was going to help get their name out. 

Greg: It seems like they do a lot of splits with 
bands that have a little following. 

Chris: More of a following than them, possibly. 
They totally had the whole attitude that “we’re 
being nice to you guys. We’re bringing you guys 
on tour. 

Greg: “‘We’re making split 7"s with you guys on 
it.” 

Chris: And then we did the east coast which 
we’ ve done five times, now and as soon as we got 
to the midwest, which is supposedly their place, 
shit fell apart and they dropped out of it. It didn’t 
make any sense. 

Greg: They made real good friends with the 
Bollweevils, too. 

Chris: Oh yeah. They really made the Bollweevils 
mad. When we played at the Metro, they were 
complaining about slots because, the way they 
had it envisioned, the Bollweevils were headlin- 
ing, Horace Pinker was playing underneath them 
and this band the White Kaps and us but when we 
got there, on the big banner out front, it said 
Horace Pinker, White Kaps, Doc Hopper, 
Bollweevils. So basically, the Bollweevils were 
looking out for us. They’d already had some 
weird run-in with Horace Pinker before then, so 
they were already pretty biased against them so as 
soon as they got there, Horace Pinker were like, 
“this is an insult, I can’t believe this is happening 
to us, this is like our hometown, we’ ve played 
here” and gave that whole spiel. 

Greg: Yeah, they’re like “Doc Hopper’s never 
played here before, this must be a misprint, we’ re 
not even going to play.” 

SV: So Horace Pinker were listed as the opening 
band? 

Chris: Right and they were insulted and the 











Bollweevils were soundchecking and Scott and 
Bryan went up on stage and were asking Daryl 
“what’s up with this?” and, after awhile, Daryl 
was saying, “Look, it’s a big show. Kids are 
coming from miles around to see this show. You 
guys aren’t getting gypped. Every slot is good. 
There’s no shitty bands, it’s not like someone’s 
not going to show up to see you guys and you’re 
going to get paid the same amount of money no 
matter what slot.” 

Greg: And then the funny thing after the show...the 
guys who’s paying the bands didn’t know we 
were doing a 50/50 split with Horace Pinker. We 
ended up getting $25 more and Bryan came 
running up and said, “where’s your money, I 
know you guys got paid more than us. If youdon’t 
give us half that money that you got, you’re not 
even going to get paid when you play in Arizona.” 
It was like, “Oh, ok, here’s your $15, sorry...” 
Chris; Another time, in Florida, our friend did our 
show in Pensacola and we were each guaranteed 
$150 and, at the end, we each got $135 instead of 
$150 and Horace Pinker were really bent out of 
shape. Besides the fact that we were having 
problems with the booking agent that they got 
because we were supposedly going to make a lot 
of money on the tour, they were freaking out 
about $15 when it was a friend of ours and, 
afterwards, we had to apologize. It’s asinine how 
many bridges they’ ve burned in certain towns. 
And then the fact that once they dropped off the 
tour they specifically said, “look, just keep telling 
them that one of us got sick the night before and 











we can’t make it to this specific show” and after 
awhile the promoters were saying, “what, don’t 
they know how to use a fucking telephone, they 
can’t call me themselves?” They should have 
called themselves and, of course, by that time 
they’d already pissed us off enough so when we 
got to the town, we said, “Horace Pinker dropped 
off because they’re not making enough money.” 
We had to cover our own asses because we would 
have looked like assholes. It all depends on what 
way you’re looking at things. We’re definitely 
not in a punk rock band to make money. Maybe 
if I’m lucky, we can drive around the country and 
not lose a whole shitload but we’ ve driven around 
the country a lot of times, now. It’s a lot of fun. 
SV: It’s not your long-term career. 

Chris: Well, I think music will be my long-term 
career but I don’t plan on being in a punk rock 
band until I’m 30. “The Doc Hopper 12th Re- 
union Tour”! 

SV: How do you feel about all these punk nostal- 
gia tours, like Fear were just here, the Pistols are 
going to tour. 

Chris: I will say that if that Kiss tour comes 
around, I’m going no matter fucking what. I’ll 
pay hundreds of dollars to see that. 

Greg: Some people like to re-live their youth, I 
guess. They see punk’s all big again and they 
figure, “why not, we were big back then, why not 
do it now.” 

SV: It sometimes doesn’t work. Look at the 
Circle Jerks. But you told me they were good at 
CBGB’s when you saw them last year. 


Chris: They were really awesome. The album 


sucked. I would think it would be better for them _ 


if they just did atour and some sporadic shows but 
when you put out a new record and try to recap- 
ture what you once had, after all those years of 
lost momentum, that’s foolish. Look at that new 
7 Seconds record. That has to be the worst thing 
I’ve ever heard. It’s the same people but it’s not 
the same band. 
SV: It seems to me that they were, live at least, 
trying to recapture that ’83-’84 sound. 
Chris: And a little of that Green Day sound, to a 
certain extent. 
SV: It must really kill these bands to slug it out for 
ten or twelve years and see relatively new bands 
get that huge amount of success. It must be alittle 
frustrating. 
Chris: If it gets that frustrating for them, they 
should pack it in and do an Alice In Chains sort of 
band. Come on—Bill Stevenson, what the hell 
are you doing? (laughter) You’re getting mad at 
bands, because,”All these bands, they’re just 
ripping off the Descendents, look at ‘em, now 
they’ re huge.” So after all these years of “support 
the underground,” they sign to Interscope. Not 
that “Pummel” is abad record, because I love it to 
death, but the sentiments and the theories behind 
itare very stupid. Those guys can make awesome 
music but they’ re the biggest bunch of boneheads. 
SV: Let’s see...who else can we defame 
here?...Nah, let’s wrap it up! 
DOC HOPPER: Jon Madden, 
4 Haskell St., Allston, MA 02134 
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Trench Records: Juct another record label peddling 
a bunch of records so that it can continue to put out 
records and go further into debt. 


Our newest release: 

The Fumes: “FlameThrower” 7’’ 
Three peppy songs from the band you 
2 \either love or don’t love, but really like a lot. 
=: Artwork by Steve “I’ll get it to you 
tomorrow” Dukich (He also plays in a cool 
band called Steel Wool, but you didn’t 











BTB 6 
4 new songs on 7" 
; 
Comin Correct 
(features Rick Ta Life vocals & Krutch) 
OUT LATE JUNE 
OUT EARLY JULY ‘96 
All 7” and splits $4, CD $11. postage paid to 


Rick Healey / 86 3rd Ave / Paterson / NJ 07514 / 201-278-7376 


full length CO 12 songs of pure energy 


RS a 
Qe LF; 4 
aS STONE 


Distro's get in touch for records 25 Ta Life merchandise, bookings & info 
INo Checks! Well hidden cash or postal money orders only to Rick Healey 


Second to None & E-Town Concrete 


costs $3. 
Catalogue: 
Velvet Pelvis, self-titled, six-song 7-inch, $3 
The Flies, “Venus Man Trap,” six-song 7-inch, $3.50 
Mother Load, “Oos,” four-song 7-inch, $3 
Boycott, “Barbie,” five-song 7-inch (one left), $3.50 
Mother Load, “Buck Tooted Dream,” 11-song CD, $7 
Trench Records T-shirts, featuring the logo you see in this ad 
on the back of the shirt and the logo on the 7-inch label on the 
front, $6 
Write us and we'll send a catalogue that looks Just this ad. All prices 
postage paid. No food stamps please. Make Checks payable to Joe 
Ehrbar. | prefer money orders or well-concealed cash. You Jokers that 
send an open envelope with your order attempting to fool me as if the 
cash was stolen by one of our fine postal workers will not get shit. 


Trench Records, P.O. Box 1222, Spokane, WA 99210 
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BTB #1 records first release: 
1993 demo on 7° of vinyl: 
25 Ta Life 

OUT NOW 

BIB é2 
PA Hardcore spit 7” with: 
Krutch & Surrounded 

OUT NOW 

BTB as 
Straight Edge Hardcore outts Brooklyn spit 7 with: 

OUT NOW 

STB 
New Jersey Hardcore spilt 7 with: 
Comin Correct & Dirt Nap 
OUT LATE MAY 
BTB és 
Brutel New Jersey Hardcore 7* 
Fatnuts («141) 
(cross Negative Approach, early A.F. “Victim era") 
OUT NOW 


Shutdown & Indecision 











A lot of my friends and acquaintan- 
ces in the “scene” don’t know these 
guys, yet. Well, now you will. And 
listen to their song on the 7" with this 
issue and check out their amazing al- 
bum, “Why I Drink” (Double Deuce), 
Tub—Jeff (vocals/guitar), Bill (bass) 
and Joe (drums)—hail from NYC and take ele- 
ments of early Helmet and the “scumrock” aes- 
thetic and mix it with Tar’ s bass-driven brood and 
some punk/hardcore impulses and they’ ve come 
up with a piledriving musical approach. This 
phone interview was the second try—I fucked up 
with the microphone the first time. Oh well. 
Without further ado... 


Bill: When it went up to $2, I nearly cried. 

Jeff: That’s when we moved to New York. 

SV: But everything’s more expensive in New 
York! : 

Bill: I figured if!’ m going to pay $2 fora six pack, 
I might as well go somewhere where you’ re going 
to get the benefits. 

Jeff: Back then, I was actually playing bass and 
Bill was playing guitar and then we switched 
when we came here. 

SV: Why did you switch? 

Jeff: I wanted to do a lot of writing and Bill’s a 
much better bass player than I am so it just kind 
of worked out. 

Bill: We were just sort of doing things that we 
don’t normally do. I’d always wanted to play 
guitar and we had this other guy playing drums 
who didn’t play drums. 

SV: Where’d you get Joe? 

Jeff: I was working at a studio in New York when 
I first moved here. I think it was the first summer, 
which was *93 and he was in another band that 
was rehearsing there and I just liked the sound of 
his drumming and I liked how he played: so I 
asked him if he wanted to play. 

Both: He said yes!! 

Bill: He said that to everyone, though. About ten 


SV: Tell me about how you got together. 

Jeff: Bill and I went to school together for awhile 
and right when we were getting out of school we 
were spending the summer up there and I had 
built a recording studio at the college and we had 
a space to play in. 

SV; Where did you go to school? 

Jeff: Bard. It just basically grew out of us going 
down and playing after work into the wee hours 
of the morning. 

Bill: We'd get a case of beer and we'd play from 
midnight to six in the morning. 

Jeff: Yeah, at least. 

Bill: Or until we ran out of beer. 

Jeff: Golden Anniversary Beer, brewed in Roch- 
ester, NY. $1.69 a six pack. 

SV: Oh god! 

Jeff: Can’t beat it. Could not beat it! 

































other people. He’s played with like six 
other bands, 

SV: Typical drummer’s deal. 

Bill: They’ re in such short supply. 

SV: Youralbum’s called “Why I Drink.” 
Last time I talked with you, you men- 
tioned someone named Robert Tilton as 
one possible cause, but I don’t remember the 
context. 

Jeff: Robert Tilton’s atelevangelist that has some 
kind of syndicated show. It comes on really late 
at night—this guy with stark white hair and 
speaks in the most ridiculous manner. He’s al- 
most a parody of a televangelist but he takes 
himself absolutely seriously and we used to watch 
the show. 

Bill: He used to put a hand on the TV screen and 
you were supposed to put your hand on the TV 
screen with him and pray for yourself. 

SV: So that’s why you drink. 

Jeff: It seems to me such an insipid question for 
anyone, whether you drink or don’t drink. 

Bill: Before we did that, we were at some big 
event, like one of the Romanian things or some- 
thing and we asked someone if they wanted to 
have a beer or something and that person said, 
“well, why do you drink?” It’s a stupid question. 
Jeff: It’s such a dumb question because there’s 
really no answer to it. 

Bill: It’s a self-righteous question. The only per- 
son who asks that question is somebody who 
doesn’t drink. 

Jeff: So Bill, why do you drink? 
Bill: I drink soI can look at myself in the morning 
























































































in the mirror to shave. 
Jeff: Yeah. I drink so I get that 
pain in my liver so I always know 
where it is (laughter). Next ques- 
tion! 

SV: Let’s talk about some of the 
songs on the album. How about 
“Charles Murray”? 

Jeff: Charles Murray was, I be- 
lieve, in the Reagan Administra- 
tion. He did research on welfare 
reform. He wrote sort of a bible of 
the new right on welfare bashing. 
It was called Losing Ground. It 
was all about how the welfare 
system was failing us. This was 
back in 82 or ’83. Now, about 
two years ago, he wrote The Bell | 
Curve. It had all this nonsensical 
“research” based on a sociologist 
who lived in France like 50 years 
ago. 

SV: Iremember. They said blacks 
are intellectually inferior. 

Jeff: Right. Beyond a shadow of a 
doubt that whites are smarter than 
blacks, Asians are smarter than 
whites and blacks are inherently 
economically deprived because of 
their limited intellect. It was iil 
frightening because the book got so much public- 
ity. He was on the cover of the Times magazine. 
He was everywhere and it really irked me that 
something that inane and stupid got that much 
public attention. 

Bill: A lot of the research that he quotes he got 
from the Pioneer Foundation, which is a Eugen- 
ics group. 

Jeff: The book is laced with Eugenicist theory. 
[Eugenics is the science of improving a breed or 
species by careful selection of parents i.e. genetic 
engineering—AL] It’s really, really frightening. 
So we were working on this real sort of nasty- 
sounding song and the lyrics I was writing just 
seemed to sort of fit with it. It was a hot topic. So 
the whole song is basically a tirade against Charles 
Murray. 

SV: Well, apparently, even Clinton paid attention 
because of that welfare package. I just did some 
research on that bill and how it’s going to drive 
over a million more kids into poverty 

Jeff: Oh, I’m sure it well and the philosophy with 
which Clinton seems to sort of justify himself is 
that, I’m sure, “ifI don’t sign this bill, I won’t get 
reelected and if! don’t get reelected, then the poor 
will really be fucked.” So it’s almost like he has 
to fuck the poor to stay in office to help the poor. 
Bill: Plus it goes through phases of being incred- 
ibly popular. When you go into office and you 
say, “we're going to let gays in the military, 
health insurance for all Americans” and these are 
substantial issues and then people are like, “we 
can save hundreds of dollars a year” and the three 
dollars aday that a woman gets to clothe a child... 
Jeff: It seems, and I think the Republican conven- 
tion confirms it, is that we seem to live in a 






















political age where there’s such a lack of respect 
for the offices, and the people in them don’t even 
respect them, and it’s perfectly acceptable for 
someone to completely reverse their positions on 
any topic. It’s just expected. It’s not that they 
have to hide it anymore that ten years ago I used 
to think this, now I think this or, in Jack Kemp’s 
case, two weeks ago I thought affirmative action 
was a good thing. 

SV: Boy, he flip-flopped quickly, didn’t he? 
Jeff: Right. Now he’s totally against it. It’s like 
you don’t even have to hide it anymore. ‘I'll 
reverse my position.” The sad thing is is there are 
going to be 50 million Americans who are going 
to vote for him anyway because they don’t care. 
They don’t care what he used to think as long as 
this is what he’s saying now. And Clinton signing 
the welfare bill... 

SV: It’s just politics. 

Jeff: Right. And, unfortunately, it'll probably be 
forgotten. 

SV: Yeah...Moving on, there’s a song called 
“Ronald Reagan.” The last time I talked to you, I 
thought it was rather late for a song about him but 
I think it might be timely, considering how much 
his spectre loomed over the convention. 

Jeff: Tell me about it. 

Bill: He might have had Alzheimer’s while he 
was in office. We’ re still bitter. It wasn’t that long 
ago. 

Jeff: “Charles Murray” is definitely a political 
song and, for me, I think it’s a statement on how 
I feel about those issues. “Ronald Reagan” really 
isn’t a political song at all. It’s more of a song 
about what happened to people our age who grew 
up in the 80s, psychologically, with this man 












being president and sort of what it 
laid upon us. 

Bill: I don’t know anyone who 
wasn’t woken up by nightmares 
about nuclear war. 

SV: Yeah, but there are a lot of 
people in their mid-20s, your age, 
that are pretty conservative. 

Bill: I don’t know what happened 
with that. 

Jeff: I guess those people didn’t 
have nightmares about nuclear war. 
Those people forgot about that 
whole Nicaraguan thing. 

Bill: But it’s because of Ronald 
Reagan that a lot of people our age 
became political in high school. 
Jeff: lalso think alotof the conser- 
vatives our age—it’s not really 
true conservatism. It’s just reac- 
tionary. 

Bill: A friend of ours, Liz, who 
writes for Spin, was just on the 
Young Republicans train, going 
out to the convention and she had 
to spend almost a week with these 
people. 

SV: Poor woman! 

Bill: She said they were all either 
stupid or greedy. 

SV: Sometimes they’re the same thing! OK, how 
about “Hardcore Muscle and Fitness”? 

Jeff: That was the name of the gymnasium across 
from the studio that we recorded the song at. The 
original name of the song was “Hardcore Mati- 
nee” and we were literally in the control room| 
mixing the song, turned around and looked out 
the window and it said Hardcore Muscle and 
Fitness and then, for some reason, I thought of 
Rollins. (laughter) And they’re working out and 
I said, OK, it’s a 60 second little stupid punk rock 
song and it’s “Hardcore Muscle and Fitness.” 
SV: You go to a hardcore show these days and 
you see lots of guys in the sleeveless shirts show- 
ing off their newly-honed muscles. 

Jeff: You go to hardcore shows these days and 
99% of the time you’ re going to hear heavy metal, 
not hardcore. It’s kind of sad. 

SY: Totally true. 

Jeff: Now we're going to get beaten up by Type 
O Negative after they read this interview. 

SY: No you won’t. They’re a goth band, now. 
Moving along, how about “Rudy Giuliani 
Armani.” I know about Rudy being the mayor of 
New York. 

Jeff: Just basically another tirade against Giuliani. 
I think I wrote the lyrics to that when he instituted 
that quality of life improvement program in New 
York, which is basically an excuse for cops to go 
around and give kids tickets for brown-bagging 
beer and kicking homeless people out of the 
subway station so they can freeze to death on the 
street and all this stuff and, unfortunately, it was 
a predecessor to what he’s doing to the entitle- 
ments program here in the city. They go, “we’ll 
clean up the streets and look how nicer it is now” 
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and it makes limiting peoples’ stays at shelters a 
little easier to swallow when they say, “well, the 
city’s nicer when we have less homeless people 
around.” 

SV: Yeah. Of course, they’ll just send them 
somewhere else where they’ 1] become someone 
else’s problem. 

Jeff: Exactly. It was a very slick and very sly sort 
of thing. 

Bill: But we’re not a political band. 

Jeff: We're not a political band at all. Ask us 
about the songs that aren’t political. 

SV: Well, you don’t print a lyric sheet so you 
can’t be that political! 

Jeff: Once in awhile, I’ll write a song that is very 
political but I wouldn’t really say it’s the main- 
stay of what we’re trying to do. 

Bill: We’re into politics in that we live in the 
world. 

SV: Tell me about the European tour. 

Jeff: We did three weeks in the UK. England, a 
couple of shows in Scotland that were fantastic 
and we went to Sweden, Norway, Czech Repub- 
lic, Serbia, Germany. Two months. It was great. 
We played with the Misfits at the Astoria in 
London. That was kind of cool. It was kind of 
silly but kind of great. 

Bill: The worst was when we played with a Nine 
Inch Nails cover band! 

Jeff: In Sweden. They were hysterical. 

SV: Bill told me that, on your recent tour, you 
guys played a Christian straight-edge club in 
Florida? 

Jeff: St. Petersburg, Florida. It was pretty much 
like any other all-ages club. It’s just a big room 
that looks like someone’s den and it was run by 
this Christian group but I can’t imagine that 
those kids there were Christian. A lot of them 
were straight-edge but some of them weren’t. 
Bill: When we were loading in, I saw something 
outside about Jesus. 

SV: They said you couldn’t swear or something? 
Bill: You couldn’t swear, drink or smoke. 

Jeff: Yeah, like within 500 feet of the place. If 
you swore on stage, apparently, they’d kick you 
off. 


Bill: And] said, “this is a Christian club?” and he 


said, “Yeah, but we do secular shows, too” and 


Joe, our drummer, was like, ‘Is this one of |: 


them?” Blanks 77 had played there the night 
before. 

SV: They’re the anti-christs! They’re not even 
close to straight-edge. 

Bill: It was interesting. We got paid. We had to 
get drunk in the van, but we got paid. 

Jeff: My mother lives in Bradenton, which is 
about 20 minutes outside of St. Pete. She actually 
came to the show with her brother. She’s about 
60 years old and her brother’s about 72. It was 
truly an all-ages show. 

SV: What'd she think? 

Bill: They’ re very adventurous people. They did 
a little stage diving... 

Jeff: She said after the show she understood why 
I was so thin, now. ‘Cause I lose five pounds at 
every show... 
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If the overtly commercial popcore blatherings of 
Green Day and their lesser ilk have you vowing to listen 
to nothing that’s melodic and punkish, try the Seattle 
trio Sicko for size. Yes, they have the melodies and the 
punk rock but much more class and charm and fucking 
brilliant tunes than any MTV-force fed “pop punk” 
band can ever offer you. And besides, SV has a story on 
them so you know they don’t suck. During March of 
1996, Denny (vocals, guitar, bass), Ean (vocals, bass, 
guitar) and Josh (just drums) came to the East Coast for 
the first time and SV correpsondent Scott Munroe 
caught up with them before and after the show. 

Al’s note: Mike from Chump Change ‘zine asked a 
question or two and | had to edit some of this down due 
to space limitations. Check out Chairs Missing for the 
full deal. They did mention how people go nuts over 
punk rock in Spain, as in Japan and that driving in NYC 
is insane—they got a $40 parking ticket there for their 
troubles, as well. 


Ean: Denny and I went to Washington State University 
(70 miles south of Spokane) and played in bands. When 
we graduated, I called him up and said, “Hey, why don’t 
you come out and start a band?”’ We met Josh through 
a mutual friend around ’91. 

SV: What bands were you in before? 

Ean: None that anyone would have ever heard of. 

SV: Try us. 





Ean: Denny and I were in a band called The Pullman 
All-Stars. I was in a band called Voodoo Hot Dog but 
those are bands that just played in college and that’s 
about it. Never recorded anything. 

SV: The Pullman All-Stars sounds vaguely familiar. 
Did you ever put anything on a comp? 

Ean: No, never. 

SV: Must have been another Pullman All-Stars. Good 
thing you broke up before the lawsuits started flying! 
Ean: (laughs) Exactly! 

SV: Are you originally from the eastern part of Wash- 
ington state? 

Denny: I’m from Spokane. Josh is from LA. He was 
going to school at the University of Washington in 
Seattle, which is where we met him. 

SV: (to Josh) You wanted to escape LA? 

Josh: Mostly, yeah. Definitely. I spent some time in 
west LA and moved to Simi Valley for high school, 
which is where they had the Rodney King trial. Subur- 
ban hell. 

SV: Is it very white and very suburban? 

Josh: Yeah. Definitely. I fit in. 

SV: Did youever check out all the Simi Valley hardcore 
bands like Scared Straight? 

Josh: Yeah. Actually, Dennis Jagard, who’s in Ten Foot 
Pole now, is a friend. 

SV: Do you remember the first practice with Josh? 
Ean: It went very well. We were living in this total shack 


house. We were living with this woman. We don’t 
know who she was but the roof was falling in and the 
place was just a pit. 

Josh: So we go down to the basement and we have this 
little drumset set up and shit all over the place and we 
practiced and I was fast enough. I remember cutting my 
thumb and bled all over the place. Remember that? 
They were impressed with the punkness. 

SV: Had you written some songs by then? 

Ean: Yeah, that first week we had about three each and 
it took us awhile to get that many down. How long was 
it before we even played a show? 

Josh: I know that you wanted to move out of that place 
and into another place so there were a few months when 
we were a band but couldn’t be a band and finally they 
got a place in Ean’s basement. I used to live with them 
at that time, practice with them and fuck shit up. 

SV: So by the time the band starts rolling along it’s 
1992? 

Denny: Early ’92. 

SV: How easy was it to get shows in Seattle because, if 
memory serves me correctly, Seattle in "92 was overrun 
with the “g’”-word of music. 

Denny: Yeah, there were a lot of places to play. Actu- 
ally, the grunge explosion fueled a lot of clubs so there 
were a ton of places to play. 

Ean: It was kinda cool in a way because we were the 
only band that was doing that thing but, also, it was 
kinda lame because Seattle’s not into what we do. 
Denny: But there’s always been pop bands like Fast- 
backs and Young Fresh Fellows so there are some 
people who like that and there’s a small scene then. 
Kinda bigger now. None of the grunge bands play 
around there anymore, or at least the clubs we play in. 
We weren’t hanging out with Pearl Jam or whatever, 
SV: And by ’91 they were big. It’s kinda like the same 
thing with Queensryche being from there. It had no 
bearing on us. It exemplified what’s going on in Seattle. 
Seattle was way more into metal than anything else so 
we could go back to Seattle from this tour and play a 
show to absolutely nobody, to our friends. 

Josh: That was one of the interesting things about 
meeting those guys at that first practice was that I was 
totally into that East Bay pop-punk. Bands like Mr. T 
Experience and Fastbacks and these were the only two 
guys I ever met who actually wanted to play that kind of 
music which was kind of unheard of at that time. 
Y’ know, everybody wanted to be like Soundgarden and 
stuff. I had also played in a really bad blues band and I 
did that because they were nice guys and that was more 
important to me at the time. They were bad. 

SV: How did you get on Empty Records? 

Ean: Denny’s sister used to date the bass player of a 
band that was on that label, TFL. Totally Fucking Lit is 
what it stood for. 

Denny: A Spokane hardcore band and she took our 
demo tape down to Blake at Empty and made him listen 
to it and over some alcohol he said, “I'll do a single off 
of this!” (laughs) He was doing singles for two anda 
half years afterwards. 

SV: Who came up with them name Sicko and why? 
Ean: I should take the blame for that. I had a friend in 
college, Kathy Deeseler, who loved that word. She 
called us sicko all the time. Just her goofy name for the 
summer. We were thinking up silly names for the band 
and I threw that one out and kept it and had no idea four 
years later we'd still be using it. 

SV: Have you ever had people coming up and say, 
“What kind of name is that for a band?” 

Ean: Not so much but I would say people sometimes get 
a misconception based on the name, like “You guys are 
sick!” 

Denny: To add to what he said, we had this thing going 
where a friend of mine works for Lucasfilm in a round- 
about sort of way and we can get on this “Dark Forces” 


compilation CD but the woman is leery about our name. 
The woman who’s putting this thing together is kind of 
worried that it has a bad element because of our name. 
Ean: There you go. There’s some repercussions for ‘ya! 
SV: Why has it taken you so long to get out to the East 
Coast? 

Josh: Lazy. 

Ean: Jobs. 

Denny: We were building up some hype! (laughter) 
Accidentally. 

(talk again turns to Seattle’s ““g-word” scene) 

SV: (to Denny) You’ve certainly got the guitar for it 
(referring to his Gibson Flying-V). Is that Bob Mould’s 
old Flying-V? 

Ean: It was amazing of you to identify that. 

Denny: I don’t think so because whoever owned it 
before put some Hescher-Shredder Super Metal pick- 
ups in it so I don’t think it was Bob. It might have been 
Bob! Bob might have been doing some shreddin’ on the 
side. 

Ean: Bob was totally into that shit! 

Denny: They were awful pickups so I can’t imagine 
Bob would have that. 

SV: Are they still inside the guitar? 

Denny: No sir. I had my pickups switched. There’s one 
shredder and one stock and I put the Shredder in the 
front position I never use and the stock one in the back 
position so I can actually use it. Pretty boring guitar! 
SV: Tell me about Muenster Records. Your vinyl 
version of the Empty records are on that label. 

Ean: Muenster is a Spanish record label that does our 
import versions. They do a lot of import stuff for a lot 
of bands from Seattle. They do a lot of stuff for North 
American bands. 

Josh: They’re big into Canadian bands. Top Drawer 
was Ean’s label. 

SV: How long has that label been going? 

Ean: It has not been going for the past eight months. I 
abandoned it. I quit after years of frustration. 

Denny: And many lost dollars. 

Ean: Many lost dollars. 

SV: Were you burned by a lot of distributors? 

Ean: Absolutely and... 

SV: Care to name them? 

Ean: Oh, naaah. YOU KNOW WHO YOU ARE, 
FUCKERS and... 

(Denny and Josh start listing distributors) 

Ean: No, Get Hip was pretty good about paying. There’s 
some good distributors but the whole thing was getting 
money out of people and that’s not my bag to begin 
with. It’s really kind of thankless gig. Doing this you get 
a lot of people reinforcing what you’ re doing if you do 
a good job of it. Doing a record, where basically you sit 
in a room, saving your money, bugging people to pay 
you...it’s not nearly as interesting or fun, I find, as 
actually doing the shows 

SV: What bands did you release on Top Drawer? 
Ean: We put out The Stand GT, Stumpy Joe, a split with 
Mr. T Experience, The Smugglers, Huevos Rancheros, 
Bum. We did a compilation with those bands and some 
others called “13 Soda Punx.” I’ mactually proud of that 
record. Definitely one of the cooler things we did but I 
did it enough and I’m sick of it. 

SV: Where do you get the energy onstage? You’ ve set 
up, you’re waiting around to play. All of a sudden, 
you’re onstage and bouncing around like a bunch of 
maniacs. 

Ean: It’s just kind of funnelling the pent-up aggression 
from being on the road. Doing all this and trying to 
funnel it all into the playing. Trying to funnel the... 
Josh: Sexual frustration? 

Ean: That for fuckin’ sure is going into it! 

SV: You were smiling too much to be sexually frus- 
trated. 

Ean: I’m just trying to do the best job I can, really, 


because there’s no reason in the entire world to be here 
other than those few minutes we’re onstage. If we’re 
gonna do something, we might as well do it then. We 
can be pissed off for the rest of the day but I’m going to 
have a good time tonight. 

Josh: We’ re all really tired but it’s part of the thing that 
we do. We puta fuck ofa lot of effort into our shows and 
we don’t want to break down. We want to entertain 
people as best as we know how. 

Ean: In 4 1/2 years, we’ve been to Boston once, so we 
better try! 

SV: Talk about “Dateless Losers” on the new LP. 
Ean: The song is about kind of a goofy, loose associa- 
tion of friends who kind of call themselves a club. Some 
friends of mine came up with the idea to call themselves 
“Dateless Losers” and a couple of times, when I didn’t 
have adate—lI do now, Ihave asteady girlfriend—we’d 
all get together and have a dateless loser party and 
watch TV and eat ice cream. It was just this goofy idea 
fora club and I thought it’d be fun to write a song about 
it. I always try to write songs about concrete things and 
then I wanted to do a fan club of Sicko and that just 
seemed the natural thing to do. It’s something that the 
young teenage males who like Sicko can identify with. 
Mike Chumpchange: What’s the most romantic thing 
you’ ve ever done for a girl? 

Denny: Fly 2000 miles to her hometown for her birth- 
day. How about that? 

Josh: I guess the most romantic thing I’ve ever done for 
my girlfriend was—Ean and I had run into here down- 
town. We had sort of known her and we ran into her 
downtown and I was just...bomb. So I was going to go 
after this girl. I found out she worked at this bookstore 
downtown. That’s all I could find out so I just commit- 

































































ted a Sunday and visited every bookstore in the down- 
town area, about 11 of them. 

Ean: I just want to point out this verges on stalking 
(laughter). 

Josh: Totally, totally. Bottom line is I bought a book and 
invited her to a show and asked her out. Stalking 
worked! 

Ean: I think stalking is illegal in every state. 

Josh: Only if you get a restraining order against you and 
she didn’t even know! 

Denny: How do you know this for a fact? 

Ean: The most romantic thing I’ve done that I can think 


- of lately is for Valentine’s Day, I took the Martha 


Stewart “Living” recipe for cookies and made about 50 
heart-shaped cookies and hand-frosted every single one 
individually and differently for my old lady and brought 
her a box of cookies. 

Denny: He’s holding back. 

Ean: It’s true. And then I came on her back. (laughter, 
groans, etc...) I’m kidding, OK? 

SV: Who does the cover art for the albums? 

Denny: Various people. The first single and album were 
both done by the same guy, a comic artist from Seattle 
who has a comic called Jar Of Fools. He’s actually not 
from Seattle, he’s from Providence or around there. He 
rules and if it were at all possible with his current 
situation he would be doing all of our album covers but 
he’s too busy doing his comic book now. The second 
album cover was done by my sister who is a graphic 
artist who kind of imitated his style. She’s not a super 
highly creative artist these days because she went to one 
of those art institutes. and was taken over by corporate 
art thinking and the last one was done by Pablo Griggs, 
a brother of a friend of ours who does rock art. A lot of 











rock art. Kozik-style flyer type stuff. 

Ean: A lot of big tits and needles and garage-racer cars 
and stuf. We made it understood he was not to have any 
of that stuff in our art and he did a really good job. 
SV: How is your relationship with Empty? 

Ean: Good label. They’re not the world’s most orga- 
nized nor the world’s wealthiest label but they are good 
friends of ours and they try hard and do what they can 
for us and they do a good job and do what I think we 
need them to do. 

Josh: Satisfaction guaranteed. 

SV: I asked because Gas Huffer went from Empty to 
Epitaph. Have the other labels been at you to jump ship? 
Ean: Indy labels are really pretty low-key about it. The 
way you hear about that stuffis, “Oh, so and so said this” 
or you talk to a guy in another band and they’re, like, 
“the guy from my label says he’d love to do a record for 
you guys.” It’s always like that. Majors will call up the 
label hassling them for free promos and stuff and they 
never really know whatthat’s all about but there’s never 
been anybody knocking at our door. 

SV: Is that something you want? 

Ean: I don’t give a shit. Doesn’t matter to me. I don’t 
have any intention of leaving Empty, personally. 
Josh: I don’t want to tour as much as we'd have to if we 
were on a major. It’d be six months a year, which is way 
out of control. 

Denny: Six weeks a year is just right! 

Josh: This band’s always been kind of an involved 
hobby. We don’t make enough to be able to live off it. 
SV: You all work straight jobs? 

Josh: Oh, yeah. We all had to quit our jobs. I got laid off 
but we’ll probably make enough off this tour to be able 
to live for a couple of months to find another job so I 
don’t think any of us...the only way to do it on a major 
is to be like Green Day and make a lot of money. 
Otherwise, you get fucked and end up owing the record 


company a lot of money. 

SV: You wouldn’t want to open up for Green Day, 
either. You'd get screwed over there as well. 

Denny: I have no problem opening up for Green Day, 
either. I have no problem with that. 

SV: You think you’d go well in a coliseum? 

Ean: I don’t know. It’d be fun. I have no problem being 
involved with that kind of thing. I don’t want to have 
some “indy rock ethic” that prevents me from dealing 
with these people in big corporations or whatever. Like 
Josh said, we don’t want to tour that much. We don’t 
want to change this involved hobby to our living and the 
people at Empty are really good friends of ours. Those 
are the reasons, personally, that I don’t want to leave it 
and I don’t want to be on a major label. 

SV: Why do you two (Ean and Denny) change instru- 
ments in the middle of the set? 

Ean: It’s because you can write your song and play it 
and sing it the way you want to play it and be sung and 
the other guy plays backup. I used to play bass for a 
bunch of years and I really fucking hated writing songs 
and having some goddamn guitar player ruin it, not 
playing it the way I wanted it to be played. So with this 
we get to do that. Also, the onus isn’t on us to write a 
whole set’s worth or album’s worth of songs. We can 
write half an album each. That way, our better stuff goes 
on it. 

Denny: Especially for me. I don’t know about Ean, 
playing bass is much more relaxing when you’re up 
there because you’ re not the focus of attention. In fact, 
youcan be more sloppy when you play bass and you can 
have more fun. 

SV: What was the one record, punk rock or not, that 
made you say “I wanna be in a band’’? 

Josh: Hiisker Dii, “New Day Rising” for me. 

: Oh god, that’s so good. 

osh: Another one that made me want to be in a band 


was “Let It Be” by The Replacements. 

Ean: Aw shit, I don’t know. 

Denny: “Van Halen II’”!! (laughter) 

Ean: Yeah, probably something like “Van Halen II.” 
Guys in van: Warrant “Cherry Pie.” Europe! 

SV: Tell me about this picture on the back of “Laugh 
While You Can” (a panoramic shot of the Sicko van 
being towed in the middle of a desert while Ean and Josh 
wave “hi’”). Where did this happen and what happened? 
Denny: That was out in Burregos Springs, CA. We were 
on our way to a show in Palm Springs from San Diego. 
Kinda takin’ a nice little detour out through the desert 
at which point a U-Joint fell apart on our drive train and 
our drive shaft all but fell off the bottom of the van. I had 
a disposable panoramic camera and it was definitely a 
Fujimoment because it was Fuji, not Kodak and our van 
got towed through this bizarre crossroads in the middle 
of nowhere where on one side was a “‘Don’s Service 
Station” and on the other side was, I think, “The Hotel 
California.” (laughter) 

Ean: It was a town in the middle of the desert. It was 
bright lights and stuff and tennis courts and shit and 
we’ re walking up to see if maybe we can get a drink and 
I fucking swear to god The Eagles were playing on the 
canned music outside this place, were they not? 

Josh: I think they were. We wentinside to get something 
to eat and drink and I think a grilled cheese sandwich 
cost $10 but a double scotch was $3 so we ended up 
drinking the night away. And we're still there, you 
know. You can check out any time you like...(laughter) 
SV: So this van has been holding up pretty well? 
Ean: This van is fuckin’ superstar. 

SV: What happened to the windshield? (it was cracked) 
Denny: You remember that story Doc Hopper was 
telling about running that person off the road? 

Ean: THAT WAS US, MAN!! 
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Here’s our first e-mail interview, con- 
ducted by Scott Munroe, with Girls Against 
Boys bassist Johnny Temple. Featuring three 
ex-members of DC hardcore stalwarts Soul 
Side, GVSB are pretty far removed from the 
emo-tinged rock of thatband. A moody mesh 
of strong grooves, drillpress guitar, spooky 
keyboards and Scott McCloud’s weary /nico- 
tine-stained vocals, Girls Against Boys re- 
ally came into their own with the album 
“Venus Luxure” and have kept the momen- 
tum going with “Cruise Yourself” and the 
recent “House Of GVSB.” Bassist/ 
keyboardist Eli Janney and drummer Alexis 














hardcore band.” A little claustrophobia was 
setting in. Simultaneous to Soul Side split- 
ting, Eli was doing some studio recordings 
with Brendan Canty and Scott under the 
name Girls Against Boys. The recordings 
were hobby recordings and there was no 
intention to turn Girls Against Boys into a 
live band. One year after Soul Side broke up, 
Alexis, Scott and I re-grouped to form Little 
Baby’s Sound System Sound Force with Mike 
Fellows, an old DC friend. We played for 
about a year and split before recording any- 
thing. In the aftermath, by which time we 
had all moved up to NYC, we decided to 


| convert Girls Against Boys into a full time 


band. Eventually Eli moved up to NYC. 
SV: The first few releases were on Jeff Nelson’s 


" Adult Swim label. Are you happy with how 


they sounded? 


4 4 Johnny: The Adult Swim releases differ from 


all of the other releases in that we had not 


'| really gelled as a band when we recorded 
| them. We are happy with how they sound, 


but they have more of a “side-project” feel 
than later recordings. They were more em- 
bryonic, more transitional. 

SV: Was the two-bass-player idea inten- 


.,_ tional? Who thought of it? Has it worked out 
wx, OK? 


we 


Fleisig round out the now NYC-based quar- 
tet, now signed to DGC, after having re- 
corded for Touch & Go and, before that, 
Adult Swim. 


SV: Talk about the end of Soulside and the 
beginning of Girls Against Boys. 

Johnny: Soul Side split up after a European 
tour in the summer of 1989. We were ready 
to move on to other things at the time. I was 
the only member that had actually finished 
college, and the other three were interested 
in completing their degrees. Also, we were 
feeling a bit trapped in the mold of a “DC 


wie Johnny: On the 90's Vs. 80's EP, Eli plays bass 


on “Kitty-Yo.” Live, I played the bass line 
until Eli decided that he would rather play 
bass as well than try to fit a keyboard or 
sample part over thesong. Hebegan playing 


J bass on that song and we liked how it 


sounded. After that, Eli started playing sec- 
ond bass on more and more songs and it has 
now become integral to our sound. We use 
two basses in much the same way that bands 
use two guitars, but since it is a lower-fre- 
quency instrument, we are forced into the 
direction of our double-bass expansion unit. 
SV: How about Scott McCloud’s vocal style. 
How did that come about? 

Johnny: I think that Scott has always been 
intrigued by singers with loungy night-club 
styles. These include Tom Waits, Nick Cave, 
Mark E. Smith and others. It is obvious that 
Scott has moved beyond these influences. 
He likes to string phrases together into not- 
too-cohesive, ambient, sleazy songs. 
SV: Talk about how you signed with Touch 
& Go Records. How have they treated youas 
a label? 

Johnny: First of all, we never “signed” with 
Touch & Go. Perhaps the label does formal 
contracts now, but when we began working 
together it was a verbal understanding. There 
have never been any problems in that under- 
standing and Touch & Gohas been extremely 
sensitive to our needs and ambitions through- 
out the different stages of our development. 
They have allowed us to do everything we 
want to do creatively, while still giving us 
the commercial push that we need to be 
“successful” as a band. In addition, Touch & 


Goisa rare record label with very admirable 
business principles. Unlike major labels and 
many scummy independents, Touch & Go is 
a creatively-driven company that gives a 
great deal of respect to its bands. 

SV: You've just recently signed with DGC 
Records - why them? What do you think 
DGC will be able to do that T&G can’t or 
couldn't? 

Johnny: Of all the major labels that we met 
with in our quest for a new label, Geffen 
struck us as the most capable of supporting 
the direction in which we would like to 
move. The staff is young and has had a lot of 
experience with bands that we admire (Nir- 
vana, Sonic Youth, Beck, etc.). It remains to 
be seen what they can do that Touch & Go 


couldn’t. Clearly we will have many more ' 


resources at our disposal. Nonetheless, many 
(if not most) bands on major labels end up 
flopping, as expectations are unrealistic. 
Whereas selling 30,000 records on Touch & 
Go is a success, on Geffen, those same num- 
bers would indicate a dismal failure. 

SV: What were the first few GVSB tours like? 
What did you learn from them? 

Johnny: The first few GVSB tours were ut- 
terly depressing. No one knew who we 
were, no one cared and all of the promoters 
called us “Boysand Girls,” “Guysand Dolls,” 
or some similar variation. We learned that 
going on tour while being unknown can be 
extremely dispiriting. 

SV: How about tours outside America? How 
are those different, better or worse than tour- 
ing the USA? 

Johnny: We have had really great tours in 
Europe. The audiences seem less inundated 
with rock bands and their ears are less 
clogged. Many Europeans tend to listen to 
live music with a more open mind than 
Americans. Every country has its own pluses 
and minuses for touring bands. 

SV: Talk about the videos you've done - do 
you like doing them? (concentrate on the “T 
Don’t Gotta Place” video as that’s a funny 
story when you told it to me a year ago...) 
Johnny: I personally don’t like making mu- 
sic videos. It feels uncomfortable for two 
reasons. First off, during performance shots, 
the playing is make-believe. I feel very stu- 
pid pretending to “rock out.” Second, vid- 
eos are basically advertisements for songs. 
There are definitely video directors with 
sculpted visions who make beautiful videos. 
Still, we are a band. We make music. We 
only make videos because they help to sell 
our music. Others in GVSB have more re- 
spect for the medium than I do. The one 
video I enjoyed making was the Superfire 
video. Paul Andresen, the director, was very 
laid-back and made the process very smooth. 
In addition, he didn’t try to turn our band 
into “Scott McCloud and the GVSB’s,” which 
can be quite frustrating for us non-singers. 
SV: The band moved from D.C. to NYC-- 


when? Why? Do youlike living and working 
in NYC? 

Johnny: After growing up in DC, we all 
wanted a change of pace. None of us want to 
spend our whole lives in any one place. It 
was a very natural move to NYC. The city is 
vibrant as hell and you can get a knish any- 
where. 

SV: Does Alex Fleisig’s brother own a mi- 
nor-league baseball team? (A guy named 
Jonathan Fleisig owns Lynn's minor league club, 
the Massachusetts Mad Dogs and I thought they 
might be related...—AL) 

Johnny: Alexis’ brother has a 50% share in 
the Durham Bulls, and Alexis himelf spends 
a fair amount of time on tour scouting for the 
team. Just yesterday, we went to the practice 
field of the Sacramento Saints to check out a 
20-year-old lefty pitcher. Alexis took the 
guy out to dinner and made a bunch of 
promises he will never fulfill. 

SV: What do you like the least and most 
about being in a band? 

Johnny: Least: People constantly telling us 
that things are “taken care of,” when they 
are, in fact, being ignored or overlooked. 
Most: Getting to drive through the desert in 
the Southwest US twice a year. 

SV: What amusing incidents have occured 
while you've been on tour? 

Johnny: Last month we were in Newcastle, 
England. We had a day off and decided to 
take a tour of the Newcastle Brown Ale 
brewery. The two-hour tour involved riding 
around the factory in little carts on trolley 
tracks. There was also unlimited free beer 


served in massive beer mugs. Anyway, 90 
minutes into the tour, Alexis was sauced and _ 
leaned out of the cart to refill his mug in a 
large vat that we were passing. He leaned 
outa tad too far, losthis footing, and plunged 
head-first into the vat. The cart kept moving 
and we were whisked off to the next display. 
We had to get some employees to fish Alexis 
out of the vat. He wasnotat all ashamed and 
kept yelling about how long ithad been since 
he had a “real bath.” 

SV: Since GVSB has been around so long, do 
you sometimes feel that the four of you are 
married to each other? 

Johnny: As Richard Palmese, former Presi- 
dent of MCA Records told us, “Being in a 
band is like getting married, only you can’t 
get a divorce.” 

SV: What hasn’t GVSB done that you would 
like to see the band do? 

Johnny: Travel to New Zealand and Brazil. 
Make a trip-hop album. 

SV: Favorite and least favorite bands right 
now? 

Johnny: Salt is easily my new favorite band. 
The Offspring are one of my least favorite. 
SV: Favorite and least favorite places to 
play? 

Johnny: Favorite: Macedonia. Least Favor- 
ite: Des Moines. 

SV: What does the immediate and long-term 
future hold for GVSB? 

Johnny: I wish I knew. 

SV: Any final comments you'd like to make? 
Johnny: Check out the Salt record. Their 
songs make me cry. 


















not that cheerful. (laughter) 
Frank: I write love songs. We’re not Oasis. 

Jack: I like that one you came up with today when you 
went to the mall and we saw that Buchanan supporter— 
”Fuck You You Nazi” (laughter). 

Peter: We love it when you’re vague, Rick! 

SV: When did you guys actually start playing again? 
Frank: Around November of ’94. We didn’t start play- 
ing out until January or February? 

Peter: Yeah, the end of February. 

SV: It'd almost be romantic to say it was spurred on by 
the swing to the right in the political climate. 

Peter: It’d be romantic but it would be a lie (laughter). 
I think part of it had to do with some of the music we 
started to like. We really liked certain bands again. 
Frank: | think something like a group like Nirvana. I 
know they opened up alternative, which has been a 
freakin’ disaster but, hearing them, it kind of made me 
have that feeling when I heard the Sex Pistols and The 
Clash. There was nothing in between that ever made me 
think I should do this again. That kind of had me miss 
it when I started hearing stuff like that. 

SV: They definitely had an effect but there was a lot 
going on the mid to late 80s. 

Frank: We were just so out of it. We were totally out of 
the scene. We didn’t live in Boston. 

SV: Tell me about the CD. 

Rick: Five song CD-EP, “Heated Couplings In The 
Sun,” from a Gang Of Four song. “Damaged Goods.” 
SV: And you put it out yourselves? 

Rick: Yes. 

SV: What was your experience like with record labels? 
Has it dissauded you from working with labels now? 
Rick: No because, really, with Homestead it was just 
basically Gerard. 

Frank: Radiobeat was the greatest thing, as far as local 
bands. They donated a lot of time to us. 

Rick: So we never really dealt with alabel. Mike Dreese 
(of Newbury Comics/Modern Method) is as close to a 
label honcho as we’ll ever see. 

SV: Speaking of that, when you hear the “Boston Not 
LA” compilation, what crosses your mind as you’re 
listening to that? 

Peter: I’m glad it’s out. 

Frank: Yeah, it’s nice to see it out. 

Rick: I loved the Groinoids. It comes down to them or 
Decadence. 

Frank: I kind of grimace, though, when I see Gang 
Green and The Freeze playing at the Rat and stuff. 
SV: The big reunion show. 

Rick: Chris: “You guys aren’t punk enough to be on 
‘Boston Not LA.’” (laughter) 

Frank: Chris is the protector of punk in Boston. 

Rick: He has a built-in bullshit detector. 

SV: You guys never really were part of the whole early 
Boston hardcore scene. There were obviously some 
musical differences but how did you end up being on 
that compilation? 

Peter: We were just so good! 

Frank: Yeah, right! 

Rick: No, I don’t know what it was. 

Frank: They were the only group of bands we could 
relate to other than Burma. Everything else was arty. 
Peter: Certain people liked us too that had little things 
to say, I think. 

Frank: I personally thought the hardcore bands had a lot 
of energy and I kind of liked them. It wasn’t our 
particular style of music but it was about the only scene 
we could fit in with. We liked the FU’s a lot, we always 
got along with them. They were nice guys. 

Rick: Even for the first year or so, everyone was telling 
us “SS Decontrol hates your guts.” Then when I talked 
to Springa for the first time, he said, “people are saying 
ou guys hated our guts.” 





























































































































An introduction is necessary—three of the four 
members of Churn interviewed here played together in 
The Proletariat in the early to mid-80s—vocalist Rick 
Brown, guitarist Frank Michaels and bassist Peter 
Bevilacqua. They released a demo, “Distortion,” ap- 
peared on both the “Boston Not LA” and “Unsafe At 
Any Speed” compilations and released two albums, 
“Soma Holiday” and “Indifference” and a7", “Market- 
place.” Rick and drummer Tom McKnight left the 
band, were replaced by Laurel Bowman and Steve 
Welch, respectively, and the band solidered on for a 
brief time afterward, finally splitting up for good in’85. 
The Proletariat never comfortably fit in with either the 
hardcore or “arty” crowds but their angular, hard-edged 
sound and political/polemical lyrics certainly had a 
jarring appeal that transcended categories. Jump ahead 
to late °94—-Rick, Frank and Peter start a new band, 
Churn, with ex-Boneyard drummer Jack Prascovics. 
The sound has taken a more melodic turn, the lyrics 
turned slightly inward and the band doesn’t play old 
material (except for The Proles’ “Decorations” on oc- 
casion). They’ ve self-released a CD-EP, “Heated Cou- 
plings In The Sun.” Since this interview, Jack has been 
replaced by Tom McKnight, so the lineup is now the 
same as the original Proletariat’s. Anyway, the inter- 
view took place in their van, outside the Middle East, in 
early March... 


easy. He really did. 

Rick: We bonded totally. Right away. 

Jack: You’re just saying that ‘cause it’s my van. 

SV: Does his constipation present a problem? 

Rick: Only on long rides. 

SV: You (Rick) left the band before it totally fell apart. 
How come? 

Rick: “Artistic differences.” 

Frank: That’s a bunch of shit! 

Rick: I was burnt out. 

Frank: We were all burnt out. We were having some 
problems with Tom. We kicked Tom out. It wasn’t the 
same. Rick was burnt out. We couldn’t quit at that point 
SO we got two new people but it wasn’t the same and we 
realized it at the first show we played out. 

Peter: We played out once with the new people. We 
‘realized it wasn’t the same and it just didn’t feel right. 
Frank: So that was it. 

Jack: They laid there in the streets saying, “God we miss 
Rick!” 

SV: It’s three of the original people. Why didn’t you just 
call it Proletariat again? 

Rick: The Proletariat are laid to rest. 

Frank: We don’t want to do the reunion tour. We’ ll be 
honest—we couldn’t come back after ten years. I didn’t 
touch my guitar for ten years but I would not come back 
to learn all the Proletariat songs over again. It would’ ve 
taken that long for us (laughter). It did not interest me. 
We really wanted to just do whatever came out and 
that’s kind of what we’re doing. 

SV: What were you guys doing in the interim? 
Frank: What we’re doing now. Just slaving away. 
Working. 

Rick: Fathering children. 

Jack: Well that’s you Rick ‘cause you’re so fertile. 
(laughter) 

SV: Your lyrics in the Proletariat definitely had a 
blatantly political bent whereas these are more personal 
and getting away from the politics a little. Why? 
Frank: We haven’t gotten away from the politics to- 
tally. 

Rick: Actually, with the second Proletariat album, we 
learned that you can still get the point across by being 
a little more vague. You don’t have to scream it in 
people’s faces and this is the next logical progression. 
There’s still a lot of political stuff. A song called 
“Smallpox” which isn’t on the CD—that’s about small- 
pox-ridden blankets being given to the indians. We’re 
































































































SV: What made you guys decide to play music again? 
I know you (Rick) have been out of it for quite awhile, 
right? 

Rick: Yeah. I don’t know what it was. 

Frank: It took us ten years to realize how much we 
missed what we were doing before. 

Peter: We all realized it at the same time. 

Frank: It was really fuckin’ bizarre! 

Rick: I was playing with another band. We really 
sucked. (laughter) 

Frank: Tell him the name Rick! 

Rick: The name was good. Double Jointed Head. It was 
just going nowhere and I heard they were getting back 
together. They said, “hey, we need a singer, stupid!” 
and I said, “OK, I’ll do it.” We had to chase down a 
drummer. We had some kid come in that was really 
horrible. 

Frank: Jack’s such a professional. 

Rick: The consummate professional. 

Frank: The constipated professional. He did make it 
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Frank: The scene stuff. But the thing is, though, it 
almost makes you miss it because there’s no scene in 
Boston anymore. 

SV: There is. It’s just fragmented. 

Frank: It’s unbelievably fragmented. There’s no bond- 
ing. We had Burma and the hardcore fans that we used 
to play with and there were friendships there. 

SV: I think you’re talking about cross-pollination. 
There weren’t so many stringent divisions. Like Mis- 
sion Of Burma obviously liked hardcore—you used to 
see those guys at those shows. These days, though, 
there’s yourstraight-edge scene, your poppy/punk scene. 
Frank: Right. It does seem that way, definitely. 

Peter: Everything was more mixed up before. You'd 
have Christmas on a bill with SS Decontrol and The 
Neats. 

Frank: It seems like all the bands are just killing them- 
selves to get signed. In our day, we knew none of us 
were going to get signed. Nobody gave a shit. 

SV: Are you finding it easier or tougher to get accepted 
now? How’s it going, basically? 

Rick: Sometimes good, sometimes bad. 

Frank: Typical. You don’t make any money. The thing 
is we have expectations now that we didn’t have then. 
Everything that happened in The Proletariat was a first- 
time experience to us so now in Churn we’re expecting 
to be at the level where the Proletariat maybe was at its 
peak and this just isn’t going to happen. We basically 
just have to go with the flow. We'd like people to show 
up at the shows. That’d be nice! 

Jack: We’ re just having trouble finding our niche and 
our crowd. 

Peter: It’s not metal or anything. 

Rick: It’s kind of in between there somewhere. Which 
is a good thing. We’ re just misfits, man! 
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Garden Variety came to the Middle East for one of 
their frequent local shows and it was a hammering and 
surging performance. Dynamic interplay from all three 
players, balancing intense, jarring passages and a sense- 
draining hookiness. “Room 183,” the closing song 
(before the encore) was a slow-building catharsis ses- 
sion, reaching a formidable, hammering crest. No pre- 
tense, no putting on a show (consciously, anyway), just 
solid tunes and the band’s physical movement a natural 
outgrowth and expression of the music’s power. 

One night later, it was snowing (will this winter ever 
end?) but I made it to the Rat for No Use For A Name, 
Hi-Standard and Mung. Mung keep the home-grown 
pop/punk tradition alive—a tradition that started with 
the Outlets (with whom drummer Walter Gustafson 
played for years) and continued with Stranglehold, the 
Dogmatics and others. A type of music that a friend of 
mine used to refer to as Fenway Rock. Rock music 
schooled in classic punk, but with a poppier knack. 
Mung keep closer to the punk side of things, though, 
seldom letting up in their scrappy, adrenalin-charged 
approach. And speaking of Stranglehold, they cover 
that band’s “She’s Not Leaving” pretty credibly. Next 
up, from Japan (and touring with NUFAN) were Hi- 
Standard. Happy, infectious punk music delivered with 
boisterous spirit. Where Teengenerate scowl, Hi-Stan- 
dard aim to be audience-pleasers and their joie-de-vivre 
is readily apparent. They also have a soft-spot for 
wretched 70s covers, playing the Bay City Rollers’ 
“Saturday Night” and Rainbow’s “Since You’ ve Been 
Gone.” NUFAN came on full-speed, far punchier and 
energized than at the Warped tour—it could’ ve been the 
smaller confines of the Rat, but their set was sizzling 
from start to finish. Classic California hardcore. 

Back to the Rat about a week and a half later for a big 
‘ol punk blowout with Blanks ‘77, Snap-Her (actually, 
a band calling itself that, but more on that later), Toxic 
Narcotic and The Unseen. The Unseen got things 
going with a boisterous display of raw energy and wise- 
assed humor. 100% punk snot, mixing up thrash and 
street rock sounds. I managed, once again, to miss TN 
(Bill, I swear, I’m going to actually see your band one 
of these days!) because I was upstairs interviewing the 
Blanks and I also missed the first few songs of Snap- 
Her, who delivered a rag-tag, garage and punk blast of 
their own. But just who is this band? Andi, the band’s 
founder and song-writer, wasn’t in this lineup. It was 
the bassist and drummer and anew guitar player, calling 
themselves Snap-Her. Andi, meanwhile, has kept Snap- 
Her going with new people. What a mess—I thought 
this only happened on the classic rock circuit. Anyway, 
it was the real Blanks up there playing. Mike is a crazed 
frontman—notas falling-down drunk as I’d been prom- 
ised, but still working the crowd into a pogoing, stage- 
diving frenzy. Great cover choices in The Partisans’ “I 
Never Needed You” and the Dead Boys’ “Sonic Re- 
ducer” (one of the first American punk records I got 
into!). True to the spirit of that sound—coming from a 
classic British direction, adding some rockabilly-ish 
bass runs and connecting with a spirited onslaught. 
Putting the fun back in punk. 

The plan, the next night, at the Middle East, was to 
do an up/down doubleheader, but that was squashed 
when I was stiffed for the list for The Business and 
Battalion Of Saints. So, after killing some time brows- 
ing at a local record store, it was back to the upstairs, to 
be annoyed by the wretched garage punk of Mildred 
Pierce. The Porcelain Boys, from Minneapolis, were 
somewhat better. Chris from Doc Hopper claims that 


his band stole a lot from them and there are definitely 
similarities, although the Boys’ sound is kind of on the 
lightweight side of the pop/punk spectrum. The bass- 
player puts on a show and the playing is strong, even if 
the songs sometimes lack a little oomph. From the All/ 
Descendents’ school. Sicko then proceeded to put on 
the rock act of the night. Ean is a show unto himself; 
shamelessly mugging and posing and playing both a 
mean bass and guitar. Underdog punk with a tuneful 
emphasis and the band’s zany and self-mocking stage 
presence is the convincing factor. 

Time for the big, sold-out punk rock extravaganza at 
Avalon, featuring Rancid and Rocket From The Crypt. 
Not to beat a dead horse or anything, but the power of 
MTV was definitely a presence lurking over this show. 
These same musclebound football player types, these 
teenage girls with the teased hair and strategically 
ripped shirts (ostensibly named Stacy or Cheryl), along 
with the aggregation of pierced ‘n mohican youth. 
Same high-school scene, different music—Motley Crue 
or Poison in 1986, Rancid and Green Day in 1996. And 
I like how the bozo near me was heckling Speedo from 
Rocket for looking like Elvis (sideburns, y’know), so I 
was inspired to offer the fashion similarities between 
Rancid and, oh, UK Punk ’82. This is without even 
getting into the obvious musical similarities between 
Rancid and the Clash et al, which we’ve been over, 
already, and which I’m willing to cut ‘em slack for 
because, by gum, they’re so good at it. Needless to say, 
another spirited performance filled with those songs 
that stick like gum to the bottom of your shoe and lotsa 
jumping around (I love how Lint and Lars were posing 























for photographer BJ Papas). Rocket have grown in size, 
again, with the addition of a backup vocalist (in the 
requisite matching shirt) onstage about half the time 
and their sound packed a wide-screen wallop, even with 
Paul and JC’s horns somewhat inaudible. Credit is due 
to Adam’s powerhouse drumming. Not as many oldies 
as I would’ve liked (nor the strong “Fat Lip” from 
“Dracula’’), but the set culminated in a ravaging rendi- 
tion of “Killy Kill,” with Speedo breathing fire and 
adding a twisted ad-lib about a plane crash, while the 
band vamped in spark-flying fashion. Quite the rock ‘n 
roll show from both bands. 

John from Extent ‘zine deserves a pat on the back for 
putting together a solid bill at the Middle East, with 
Game Face, Sinkhole and V.Card. A good turnout for 
a Tuesday night. V.Card continue to evolve as a live 
band (as they have on their recent releases), with Scott 
gaining increased confidence as a frontman and Chris 
actually moving around a bit more than he used to. 
Emo-tinged pop/punk with solid hooks and chops, 
especially for set-closer “Weakest Link.” Sinkhole’s 
usually kind of a sloppy proposition live (I don’t think 
they practice all that much, since Jon lives in NH and the 
rest live in Boston) and this time was no exception. 
Broken strings, out of tune guitars, downtime—al- 
though that was a neat version of Rick Springfield’s 
“Jesse’s Girl” while Elliot was changing strings. When 
they’re on, they’ re on, though—killer hooks for “Never 
Is Now” and “Spooge.”’ Game Face have a stronger live 
sound than on record. Punchy and melodic, touching on 
similar territory as Big Drill Car. Strong tunes, stinging 
guitar riffs and a singer who can actually carry a tune. 


Jeff's stage presence is a little off-putting at times, 
gyrating around the microphone and having that sort of 
collegiate/beach-bum look, but the voice is there. An 
enjoyable evening. 

The upstairs at the Middle East was packed for 
Killing Time’s return. Mixing up the classics with new 
material that has a similar feel (as opposed to the 
metallish “Happy Hour” material), Killing Time brought 
out a crazed, old-school response. Bodies flying every- 
where, lots of singalongs and Anthony (looking fright- 
ening with his shaved dome and beard) stalking the 
stage like a madman. Crunch, power and memorable 
songs, especially “No More Mister Nice Guy” and 
“New Release.” And, luckily, the guy sitting on the side 
of the stage who puked his guts out during “Nice Guy” 
(after getting clocked by a stage diver) missed my new 
sneakers by inches. 


APRIL ‘96 

Two shows in one day? Nota good idea if you’ ve had 
the flu all week, but as I type this, it doesn’t seem to have 
made me any worse for the wear. Both of ‘em down- 
stairs at the Middle East, the first being a matinee with 
Lifetime, Walleye and other bands who I missed and 
the latter one a packed show with Jawbreaker and fluf. 
Walleye played a brief set defined by an emotional 
vocalist and swirling, melodic songs. In that post- 
_ hardcore camp, I suppose, but with enough energy and 
strong hooks to get by, although alonger set might have 
made things less-interesting. Lifetime mixed up the 
slower and faster material, also on the melodic tip, but 
with nods to classic hardcore sounds. The bastard 
children of Dag Nasty and Gorilla Biscuits? To a degree 
and, even if the drumming doesn’t always hold up on 
the faster parts, the surging, hook-filled tunes and Ari’s 
strong vocals (and Dan’s crazed stage presence) make 
for a strong combination. 

After a few hours respite and battling a long line and 
having to listen to the rantings of a seemingly-insane 
security person (walking the line and yelling like a 
marine corp drill instructor on crack), it was into the hot, 
sweaty environs for the pop ‘n grunge rush of fluf and 
sweeter poppy/punk of Jawbreaker. One of the Life- 
time guys was commenting about how heavy fluf sound 
for a three-piece and he has a point—a huge guitar and 
bass sound, with warm, but thundering riffing, mixing 
old Sub Poppish elements with a hook-filled indy rock 
sensibility. Jawbreaker were introduced by some bozo 
DJ from WFNX—great fuckin’ station that ‘FNX, who 
I’m sure didn’t start playing Jawbreaker until their 
newest (and weakest) album. Anyway, too much mate- 
rial from “Dear You,” but at least the songs had some- 
what more grittiness and ferocity in the live setting and 
“Want” (yes!) and “Shield Your Eyes” always sound 
good. Blake’s guitar tone is warm and stinging at the 
same time and the rhythm section forms a strong, 
melodic foundation. Blake also doesn’ t affect the phony- 
Brit accent as much, bringing back the classic rasp a 
good percentage of the time. Not the most pleasant 
circumstances to view the show, but worth seeing, I 
guess... 

With apologies to Rev. N¢grb, as of 12:53 AM EST, 
Sunday April 14, 1996, the New Bomb Turks are still 
the greatest live band in the world. Two mind-blowing 
sets at the Middle East, one an early, sparsely-attended 
‘all-ages show (surprising, since this was the first time 
they’ve played for all-ages in the city) and then the 
drinkin’ show later in the evening, both of ‘em with Gas 
Huffer and with Fat Day opening the early show and 
the Showcase Showdown the late show. Is it worth 
seeing the same band twice in the same day? Hell yeah, 
fuck yeah, goddamn yeah...especially when there wasn’t 
a lot of song overlap and it gave ‘em an opportuntity to 
drag out lesser-heard-lately oldies like “Tattooed Apa- 
thetic Boys” and “Tail Crush.” The early show was 


highlighted by an absolutely scorching versions of 
Wire’s “Mr. Suit” (played at the later set, as well) and 
The Saints’ “Erotic Neurotic” (I’ve always thought 
they should cover one of their songs), two or three new 
stompers and the smokin’ “Sinking Feeling” and “Born 
Toulouse-Lautrec.” The late set began with the hopped- 
up careen of “Runnin’ On Go” and one new song, 
“Look Alive Jive," featured a mind-bending rave up 
instrumental portion. Eric was animated as always, 
involving the audience as much as possible, whether 
certain audience members wanted to be involved or not. 
They embody the best elements of not only punk but the 
chaotic spirit that comes from the greatest rock ‘n roll 
has to offer. Fat Day’s brief, spasmatic hardcore out- 
bursts show a band not taking itself too seriously— 
goofy, fast and loud, kind of reminiscent of the vibe the 
early 80s Western Mass. hardcore scene had. Not many 
real songs to speak of but, taken as blackout perfor- 
mance art (or something), it’s entertaining for the 20 or 
so minutes they play. Showcase were sloppy in spots, 
but their songwriting has gotten really sharp over the 
last year or so, a mixture of thrash speed and classic 
punk influences. Gas Huffer have an lively frontman 
(with those big ‘ol sideburns), an amazing, whomping 
drummer and a farily infectious punk/rockabilly blend. 
The roots rock sound wears thin after awhile but Gas 
Huffer seem to draw out the appealingly down ‘n dirty, 
seedy elements from the music while dispensing with 
the retro trip. Even as my attention wandered after 
awhile, the band’s instrumental sharpness and 
rambunctiousness is pretty appealing. 

Arcwelder made one of their all-too infrequent area 
appearances at TT’s , along with Ultra Bidé and, even 
restricted to a little over a half an hour, still made the 
most of it. Scott’s a drumming machine, mixing up 
infectious dance-beats and straight rhythms and a fine 
vocalist, to boot (he shares the duties with Rob Graber, 
who switches off guitar for bass with his brother Bill 
and...well, whatever). Melodic, rhythmic and energiz- 
ing all at once, especially for set-closer “All Mixed 


_ Together.” Ultra Bidé don’t have much in the way of 


catchy songs but they’re still fun to watch, as they 
explode with riveting, hammering aggression. Effects 
up the wazoo for both the guitarist and bassist and they 
each make the most of their arsenal, creating a night- 
marish array of sounds from their string-rending. There’s 
more technique at work than with many of the Japanese 
“noise” bands I’ve heard and coherent song structures, 
but it’s the energy level that’s the appealing factor. 
The Elvis Room is a tiny club up in Portsmouth, NH 
and Jon Clark from Sinkhole has been putting on shows 
there for a few years now. Worth the trip, especially to 
see Rhythm Collision’s only area show, with Sinkhole 
headlining. Rhythm Collision played full-tilt for close 
to an hour, throwing in spirited covers of Sham’s 
“Borstal Breakout” and SLF’s “Suspect Device” and 
then taking a dip for their version of Fine Young 
Cannibals’ “She Drives Me Crazy.” Tougher than the 
typical melodic Cali punk—rooted deeper in traditional 
punk sounds and the melodies are an adjunct to the 
speedy onslaught. Spirited stage presence and tightly 
executed. Speaking of tight, that’s what Sinkhole were, 
for a change. No broken strings (a first!), in tune and 
buzzing with power and good-natured goofiness. Ex- 
cept for Pierce, none of ‘em are terribly great vocalists 
but they give it their best and the somewhat off-key 
rants actually work in the context of their snappy tunes. 


MAY ’96 

Punk rock retro weekend! It started with DOA and 
the very non-retro Ultra Bidé at the Rat, drawing a 
smallish, but semi-crazed audience. Ultra Bidé once 
again laid out the hard, heavy ‘n noisy stuff, as powerful 
and potent as a few weeks previous. DOA made it new 
and fresh all over again. With the ageless Joey Shithead 


(or Joe Keithley, if you will, and looking lean ‘n trim) 
and Brian Goble joined by Ford Pier on guitar and 
powerhouse drummer Brian O’Brien, they opened with 
their 1981 theme song “DOA” and didn’t let up from 
there. Songs not heard in years—like “2 + 2,” “The 
Enemy,” “13” and “I Don’t Give A Shit”—blazed with 
newfound energy. Joey dug out the burning cross and 
clerical collar for “Bound For Glory” and Brian crooned 
on the old Subhumans’ song “Slave To My Dick” (they 
also did “Fuck You”). Most material between “War on 
45” and the present was ignored, which isn’t a bad idea. 
“Fucked Up Ronnie” has been updated to “Fucked Up 
Bobby (Dole),” just in time for the election. Catchy and 
timeless punk and anon-embarrassing trip down memory 
lane. 

The Misfits didn’t embarrass themselves, either. 
Well, OK, the outfits are ridiculous and there was 
plenty of hero worship going on at the packed Middle 
East. Some might argue this is merely a Misfits tribute 
band or not the real deal, since only Jerry and Doyle 
remain from the old days. That said, it was still a blast, 
a guilty pleasure. Things haven’t changed—the sound 
is still loud and muddy, you can’t hear shit except for 
Jerry’s bass and they’re not always that tight. But, boy, 
do they know how to put on ashow. Michael Graves, the 
new vocalist, has. the Danzig inflection down pretty 
well. “Earth AD” was the only grievous ommision from 
the set. Those songs are still classic, still memorable, 
from “Last Caress” to “20 Eyes” to “Attitude” to “Hate 
Breeders” to “Mommy Can I Go Out And Kill To- 
night.” “Bloodfeast,” from “Earth AD,” is a sinister and 
brooding classic. Yep, there is now officially a punk 
rock oldies circuit, although the Misfits drew mainly a 
young-ish crowd. Some people are against nostalgia. 
Some people think that there hasn’t been any good punk 
or hardcore for 10 or more years. I say let both argu- 
ments rot and let’s rock! 

Up to the hot ‘n stifling Elvis Room for The Para- 
sites, Halflings and Kid With Man Head (who I 
missed, unfortunately). The Parasites don’t have that 
charismatic a frontman in Nikki, although the others 
make up for it, somewhat. What they do have is abagful- 
of timeless and snappy songs and they’ re sounding a lot 
harder-edged these days. The harmonies and hooks are 
there, but the energy is up a notch. Actually, 
Pennsylvania’s Halflings stole the show. A ripping 
three-piece with the visual contradiction of greaser 
haircuts and punk rock clothing. The sound is pure hit 
‘nrun punk—oi- influenced, along with a solid dose of 
three chord buzz and thrash. Their last, pro-gay song, 
“Oi Oi, We Fuck Boys” is destined to become a classic 
on its title alone (funniest song title since Showcase’s 
“Fuck You Norway”). Mind-blowing stuff, chock full 
of good-natured, groin-kicking cheer. 


JUNE ’96 

Showcase Showdown gigs are starting to get alittle 
bit silly. As Shred pointed out, now that they have an 
album out, everyone knows the words and wants to sing 
along. So the band was barely visible surrounded by all 
those “terrorists” as Albert has referred to them in the 
past. Despite the tumult, they managed to keep it fairly 
tight. No slaves to fashion, just dishing out the loud ‘n 
fast punk delights, although the multitudes detracted 
from the visual effect. Anti-Flag are an up ‘n coming 
band, with a catchy and spirited punk sound of their 
own. Lots of covers from Toxic Reasons, The GI’s, 
Germs and Dead Boys—oops, “Kill The Rich” is their 
own song, although it rips off “Sonic Reducer” pretty 
shamelessly. Their pal, Artie “The Old Man” got up to 
croon a few of those cover tunes. Hard not to love a 
chorus that goes “Kill Kill Kill” and, while sloppy in 
spots, the band’s scrappy energy made up for it. Unseen 
turned in another butt-kickin’ punk set, as well. 

The next day, it was back to the polar confines of 


Axis (why do they keep the air conditioning at like 16 
degrees?) for Lagwagon and Screw 32. Semi-enter- 
taining sets of pop/punk from both parties, with 
Lagwagon sticking closer to the melodic axis and 
Screw 32 taking a thrashier, old-style California route. 
Both do it fairly well although neither performance 
really reached a mind-blowing level. Lagwagon have a 
knack for intricate, engaging tunecraft anyway. 

It was out to San Diego and a much-needed vacation 
but, even after being up for 21 straight hours and being 
badly jet-lagged, we couldn’t pass on a chance to see 
Propagandhi, Good Riddance, FYP and The Neigh- 
bors at the World Beat Center. What a cool place—a 
non-smoking club, inside at least, and $1 cans of soda. 
Wish they had that in Boston. The Neighbors 
feature a bellicose vocalist with a big ‘ol ZZ 
Top-type beard and a fast-paced, 90 mph 
thrashy punk sound. Kind of like Showcase 
without the oi influence and enjoyable for its 
ragtag velocity. We only caught one song of 
FYP’s spazz-core (due to interviewing 
Propagandhi)—too bad, ‘cause their new 
album’s enjoyable. Good Riddance were 
semi-disappointing, due to a weak soundmix 
and a lack of tightness on the thrashier mate- 
rial. But there’s plenty of well-aimed lyrical 
barbs and a sound fusing UK punk with a 
SoCal sensibility drawn from the Adoles- 
cents and Agression. Their cover of Govern- 
ment Issue’s “Hall Of Fame’ was a nice 
touch, anyway. Propagandhi’s set was on the 
short side (only 40 minutes) and they omitted 
the amazing “Homophobes Are Just Pissed...” 
One other problem were the over-zealous 
bouncers, a problem the band didn’t address 
for a good ten minutes. All in all, though, 
these guys hit the right buttons with their 
unabashedly leftist sentiments and super- 
catchy songs. Though they didn’t get naked 
like in Arizona (according to Irwin from All 
The Answers), their set was a strong blend of 
full-on aggro and pop-oriented flourishes. 

Weston and Bouncing Souls came to the 
Rat and were upstaged by those everlovin’ 
Blanks 77. The same spirit and snot they 
exhibited a few months earlier, with Mike 
instigating the crowd into pogo and slam- 
induced fits of frenzy. Fast, timeless punk 
played with surprising dexterity, if you listen close 
enough. Weston seem more of poppy novelty act, at this 
point. The boing-boing-boinging and guitar choreogra- 
phy has a slight air of contrivance, though it’s certainly 
good-natured. Same with the Souls—fun and energetic 
but not connecting with the slam-bang buzz you’d hope 
for. 

The next night was an endurance-testing double 
header. First, at Axis, were Guided By Voices, who 
were far better than when they opened for Urge Overkill 
last fall. Great pop songs delivered with ragged, ener- 
getic charm. Bob Pollard’s insults and caustic wit were 
relatively non-existent, although he didn’t seem pleased 
about the early start time. Jim Sullivan’s critique of this 
band’s lack of dynamics is off the mark. There was a 
flow from feisty to more melodic material and transi- 
tions were handled with ease. One hook-killer after 
another and, while the records concentrate on blending 
differing fidelities and textures with pop structures, the 
live GBV prefers the volume-enhanced approach 
throughout and, frankly, that works just fine. Later on 
Garden Variety played locally for the zillionth time in 
recent months and the constant touring has certainly 
tightened things up. Once again, kept to a short 37 
minutes (yes, I timed it), including some brief equip- 
ment downtime, but when they were playing, it was still 
dead-on. Cast Iron Hike preceded with the heavy 


Treading that world between punk/pop and the original 


crunch attack—well-played and exhibiting a little more 
dynamic range than a lot of modern-day hardcore 
bands. I don’t, however, get the fervor for the Promise 
Ring. Singy-songy post-hardcore, in a Sunny Day vein, 
that just doesn’t have much charge or pulverizing 
power. The kids seem to love it. This writer is per- 
plexed. 

Nothing perplexing about J Church, who finally 
made it to Boston. On the short side—you’d think with 
47 or so records out, they could play longer than 35 
minutes but, really, I won’t complain too much. Way 
more powerful than expected. “Waiting On The Ground” 
was mind-blowing—only a minute or so long but with 
achorus coda that rings:in the conscience for days after. 





indy rock (for good and evil) impetus of Hiisker Dii. 
Garden Variety said “there’s emotion in music.” J 
Church make that declaration ring true. 


JULY ’96 

Punk Nostalgia Summer ’96 began in earnest, first 
with Youth Brigade at the Middle East and, then, the 
eternal Buzzcocks at the Paradise. Youth Brigade were 
part of a big up/down (that is...access to both rooms of 
the club) night. The Dislexics started with a five song 
set heavily inspired by old Brit punk, witha touch of ska 
thrown in. Sloppy but promising. Showcase Show- 
down turned in a typically manic and inspired perfor- 
mance, getting the hordes pogoing furiously. Cool 
Menace cover to end things. Automatic 7 want to be 
Social Distortion a little too obviously, right down to 
thé vocalist’s white wife-beater shirt, tattoos, slicked 
hair and drawl. Efficiently-played but on the dull side. 
Politikill Incorrect, from Toronto, feature a male and 
female vocal duo and dish out the loud, fast crusty punk 
quite well. Once again, not always that tight, but the 
rage makes up for it. Toxic Narcotic’s blend of metal 
and thrashy punk still doesn’t show much in the way of 
memorable songwriting but they’ ve improved since the 
early days, at least. Finally, Youth Brigade mixed old 
and new into a stirring combination, reaching a climax 


for “Sink With California.” Blazing guitars, great 
singalong choruses and delivered at a heart-racing clip. 
The Buzzcocks were a hit and miss affair for the regular 
part of their set but the encores were a way-laying 
experience. Sure, it’s the oldies circuit thing, comfort - 
music for the graying leather-jacket crowd (as opposed 
to the comfort music for the mainstream fans who flock 
to Great Woods or Harborlights), but I won’t apologize 
for still wanting to see bands that moved me back then. 
Especially if they can still put on a good show. The 
Buzzcocks’ seized that moment—the regular set was 
heavy on new material (unfortunately) but “I Don’t 
Know What To Do With My Life,” “You Say You 
Don’t Love Me” and “I Believe” sounded just dandy 
and “Pulsebeat”’ was an unexpected obscu- 
rity, although it got somewhat sluggish. But 
ten old songs in a row for those encores 
makes Al a very happy guy—’’What Do I 
Get,” “Fast Cars,” “Boredom,” “Breakdown,” 
“Orgasm Addict,” “Ever Fallen In Love” and 
a few others and a time transport back to the 
late 70s, played with as much energy and 
spunk as in the early days. Yep, “nostalgia 
for an age to come,” I'm afraid! 

It was 4th of July weekend, so The Queers 
didn’t completely pack the Rat, but there was 
still a good turnout for their show with the Hi- 
Fives. The Hi-Fives dress in spiffy suits and 
play spunky, happy-sounding 60s pop. No 
distortion on those guitars—unabashed Kinks 
and Beatles influences, witha little surf thrown 
in and played with rambunctious energy. The 
Queers mixed things up a little more than 
usual. Original vocalist Wimpy came out for 
five or six songs and barked out some of the 
band’s early hit ‘n run punk anthems. Most of 
the usual favorites: “This Place Sucks” (the 
opening song), “Ursula Finally Has Tits,” 
“Met Her At The Rat” and a strong cover of 
The Who’s “The Kids Are Alright.” While 
newer recorded material emphasizes a poppier 
side, The Queers still dish it out mostly loud 
‘n fast in the live setting. And Joe King’s 
middle-finger raised/guitar hero moves bring 
a smile. 

The straight-edge hordes filled up the Middle 
East for Earth Crisis, 454 Big Block, Ten 
Yard Fight and a couple of bands that I 
missed. What a switch to go to a show at aclub and not 
be engulfed in a cloud of cigarette smoke. Ten Yard 
Fight could be the future of Boston hardcore. At least I 
hope so. None of that constipated metal shit. We’re 
talking fast, frenetic thrashy songs with singalong cho- 
ruses and catchy riffs. The hardcore of the mid to late 
80s and TYF know the sound inside-out. 454 have also 
improved a great deal. With ex-Eye For An Eye bassist 
Kevin Norton and ex-Kingpin drummer Al Garcia- 
Rivera in place, 454 mix up old-school hardcore and the 
heavier stuff into a bludgeoning combination. Nathan, 
Ralph and Dean were, of course, in the final Wrecking 
Crew lineup and they’ve brought back “Why Must 
They” from the archives. Straddling the old and new 
effectively. With all the talk about what hardcore is and 
isn’t these days, to these ears Earth Crisis are a heavy 
metal band and a boring one at that. Strength of convic- 
tions aside—and their fans seem to take it to heart— 
Earth Crisis have little range or memorable songs. 
Sloggish riffs and sluggish tempos that lead quickly to 
tedium. 

Axis is such a lame club. Why the fuck wouldn’t 
they let me bring my camera in? That’s why I had to use 
a promo photo and an older live shot for the Girls 
Against Boys interview in this issue. Why do the 
bouncers overreact to the even the slightest incident, 
roughly hurling patrons through the back door? Corpo- 
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rate rock hell... of course, Girls Against Boys went on 
late (gotta keep selling those drinks), a good half hour 
after the previous band (Ruby, who I skipped) played. 
Scott McCloud’s suave manner kind of blurs the line 
between humorous and pretentious and I start to wonder 
if it’s completely an act. The explosive catharsis of 
previous performances has shifted to more of an ebb 
and flow, with the set’s material coming mainly from 
the latest album, “House Of GVSB.” Still, the howling 
furies reveal themselves for “In Like Flynn” and “Cruise 
Your New Baby Self.” A few more songs from “Venus 
Luxure” would’ ve been preferable. Strong grooves and 
a mixture of Fall-inspired thorniness with McCloud’s 
gravel-drawl create a fairly unique sound. It just didn’t 
quite reach mind-blowing levels. 

Seven band shows just ain’t the most-productive 
way to spend a Saturday afternoon. Especially when it’s 
one of the most beautiful days of the summer. Still, 
there was a payoff with Violent Society’s explosive 
performance. They play like they MEAN IT, man! Fast- 
paced hardcore rage with a big chip on the shoulder and 
hammered home with staccato guitar riffs. It makes you 


believe punk can still be a threat. The Unseen and 
Pinkerton Thugs both had their moments, as well. The 
Thugs, from George Bush’s hometown of 
Kennebunkport, ME, don’t have a lot of stage presence 
but they havea catchy, oi-inspired sound. The Unseen’s 
inspiration comes from early 80s UK hardcore—Chaos 
UK (“Victimised’”—fuck yeah!!) and Exploited covers 
pop up—and they fuse it with a don’t-give-a-fuck 
attitude and unhinged attack. Mean Mistreaters, from 
NJ, made a decent impression, as well, adding a humor- 
ous element to the full-on punk blitz. Degenerics come 
from the Extreme Noise Terror school and don’t quite 
have it together, but have the right idea, anyway. I 
missed the Ducky Boys (who have a good demo) and a 
band from Chicago whose name I neglected to note. 
Finally gotto see Guzzard, after several near-misses 
and unsuccessful attempts and, while on the short side 
and “Last” disappointingly absent, these guys are still 
asingle-minded rock machine. Stripped-down and raw, 
with the drummer playing in front of the riser so the 
effect is totally in-yer-face. “Supersonic Enemy Of 
Evil” is easily one of the best songs of the past few 
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years, a relentless riff monster with a knockout hook on 
the bridge. Mainly new material (seems to be an AmRep 
hallmark) straddling the border between punk economy 
and noisier inclinations. These guys really get into what 
they’re doing—stern-looking, short hair and all busi- 
ness. 

Recently-dropped from Atlantic Records (the 
shakeout is starting!), Samiam drew a smallish crowd 
to the Middle East and people missed a good show. 
“Clumsy” might have been on the spotty side but the 
stronger songs from that album are given fired-up 
adrenalin live, especially “Capsized” and “Time By 
The Dime.” A good cross-section of all their material, 
including “Home Sweet Home” off their first album 
and, from “Soar,” the killer “Clean,” “Slumbering” and 
“Sky Flying By.” Emotionally-drenched pop songs 
delivered with impassioned vocals from Jason and a 
strong visual presence. Unwritten Law weren’t too 
pleased with the lack of crowd response and tried alittle 
too hard to get a rise but their SoCal punk style came 
across with a bit more authority live than on their 
slickly-produced records. 


AUGUST ‘96 

More golden-oldie fun from The Misfits, this time at 
Avalon, along with Anthrax, Life Of Agony and Can- 
nibal Corpse (we, mercifully, missed the latter two 
bands). Anthrax attempt to keep the metal flame alive 
and do it with enthusiastic aplomb although the audi- 
ence seemed largely indifferent. They’ ve stuck to their 
guns and, to their benefit, largely eschew instrumental 
excess and inane stage banter. So there’s something to 
be said for basic, nuts ‘n bolts heavy metal. The Misfits’ 
mix was superior to the Middle East and the set satisfy- 
ing, although Michael needs to build up his stamina and 
remember the lyrics a little better. “138” was a high 
point, with a roadie dressed up like the Crimson Ghost 
taking the bass and Jerry diving headlong into the 
audience with the mike. Andy called ‘em “Kiss With 
Muscles” and this show was the same week as Kiss’ 
Boston dates and a week before the Sex Pistols. Three 
different sides of the classic rock coin? Nostalgia for the 
old-timers or a chance for the youngsters to experience 
history they were too young for the first time around? 
Sure...and why not? 

Total Chaos dished out their combination of thrashy 
Brit-core and punk traditionalism and did it with a 
surprisingly adept level of musical skill. Suzy Owens is 
a hard-hitting drummer and guitarist Shawn Smash 
exhibits a diverse array of powerchords and mellifluent 
licks. Rob Chaos, meanwhile, looking all the world like 
Colin from GBH, stalks the stage and barks out the anti- 
everything sentiments. Leather pants and a long-sleeve 
black mesh shirt in the middle of summer. Now that’s 
punk! The next night, it was a virtual steambath for 
Slayer at a packed Axis. New drummer Jon Dette tends 
to hit the double bass pedal a little too much, but he 
gives the whole kit a workout. Overall, not quite up to 
the level of previous appearances, with only “Raining 
Blood” and “Angel Of Death” showing up from their 
definitive “Rain In Blood” album. They slam through 
the punk covers well, though, especially Dr. Know’s 
“Mr. Freeze” and Verbal Abuse’s “I Hate You.” “Chemi- 
cal Warfare” and “War Ensemble” still get the job done 
in blitzkrieg fashion, as well. Might’ve been more 
enjoyable in a slightly less stifling venue. 

And now we get to the long-awaited EVENT—the 
cash-in Sex Pistols reunion tour. Boy did they bring out 
an emotional response from some people—one guy 
planted a kiss on my cheek during “Seventeen.” They 
play their roles well—Steve slinging his guitar outlaw 
style while he squeezes out the Thunders/Berry’ gone 
powerchord hybrid, Glen with his detached cool, Paul 
hitting the drums the way they’re meant to be hit and 
Johnny playing up to-his obnoxious, if studied rep. 


VANS WARPED T 
In a condensed nutshell, here are some obser- 
vations about this year’s Warped Tour. 


IMPROVEMENTS FROM LAST YEAR: 
Better backstage amenities, in terms of stage 
visibility, availability of liquids and less up- 
tightness. This venue was also superior (although 
there was another show at the Northampton air- 
port earlier in the week) for sanitary facilities 
(shorter lines, too), shaded areas, benches and 
walking-around space. Somewhat better exhib- 
its, with free video games but not enough cool 
free shit! At least the show isn’t overrun by kiosk 
after kiosk of chotchkas for sale. 


DIS-IMPROVEMENTS FROM LAST 
YEAR: A weaker overall band lineup. Despite 
what O from Fluf says, this year’s lineup wasn’t 
as punk rock. Too damn many ska bands and a 
few mainstream alternative bands meant that we 
didn’t pay as much attention to the music. Secu- 
rity only allowing photography during the first 
three songs of a set. Security also getting a little 
too testy during Rocket From The Crypt’s set. 
More overall idiots in the relatively young-ish 
audience—lots of debris flying, someone wear- 
ing one of those homophobic “Silly Faggot” t- 
shirts. It’s still not as mallrat-like as “Lotsaloosers” 
but let’s hope the semi-underground vibe re- 
mains. 


STILL THE SAME: Non-stop music (three 
stages instead of two, this year), skaters and 
bikers still doing stunts no sane human would 
ever attempt. Exceedingly-long food lines. 


THE BANDS: 

Fluf: These guys don’t have all that much stage 
presence but it’s made up for by their infectious, 
full-bodied pop sound. O’s guitar tone is warm 
and enveloping. 

Sexpod: Turgid goth/alterna rock shit with an- 
noying female vocals that define the term shrill. 
Must’ ve got left off the ‘Palooza bill. 
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CIV: Enjoyable, even if 
something still bugs me in 
the back of my mind. It al- 
most seems a little forced 
and the sound-mix, was hor- 
rendous (come to think of it, 
it wasn’t that hot a lot of the 
time) They pulled “Start To- 
day” out of Gorilla Biscuits 
archives and, proving that 
this is a more mainstream 
crowd, it seemed to get less 
of a response than ‘“‘Can’t 
Wait One Minute.” Still, that 
made their set. Energetic 
NYHC with a friendly 
facade. 
Red 5: Commercial pop/ 
punk that has “major label” 
written all over it. A two 
woman/two man lineup and 
completely on the generic 
side, despite their low-key stage manner. 
Pennywise: They had just returned from the 
funeral of their former bass-player Jason and 
their spirits were flagging but, somehow, they 
turned in a tight, loud and tuneful performance. 
Jim’s vocals soar authoritatively over the band’s 
spot-on, precise musicianship. 
Blink-182: They started off by telling a joke 
about a penis shaped like a hexagon—nope, don’t 
remember all the details. Some things are better 
left alone, anyway. As for this San Diego trio’s 
set, good-natured if standard-issue SoCal pop 
punk but their goofy, sometimes puerile lyrics 
and bemused mugging have a sort of obnoxious 
charm. 
Fishbone: Let’s face it, funk metal is dead. 
Fishbone still know how to put ona show and one 
of ‘em was decked out in a spiffy suit. A heavier, 
stripped-down sound and with a pulsating groove 
but not many memorable songs. 
Dance Hall Crashers: Their punk/ska blend is 
sporadically-infectious but Elyse and Karina’s 
vocals are annoyingly chirpy 
' and the band’s overall sound 
is too damned polished. This 
| band pre-date the whole ska 
| craze but their current reper- 
toire sounds trendily acces- 
sible, with any rough edges 
j long gone. 
NOFX: Cups, bottles and 
other projectiles flying ev- 
ee. erywhere, before the band 
fe even strikes a chord. Really 
| fucking smart, kids. Who 
. caresifsomeone actually gets 
hurt? Mike and El Hefe fling- 
ing barbs back with scathing 
precision (“You just dyed 
your hair this morning, didn’t 
you?”). Half-hour sets aren’t 
long enough to build up the 
usual momentum but NOFX 
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managed to capsulize their diversity and appeal 
in this short time-frame, ripping through crowd- 
pleasers like “Kill All The White Man,” “Don’t 
Call Me White” and the Jewcore classic “Brews.” 
Rocket From The Crypt: Easily the best set of 
the day. Pulverizing rock ‘n roll in the let’ s-put- 
on-a-show mode but a good fashion sense don’t 
mean shitif you don’t have the songs to back it up. 
These guys sure as hell do—mainly sticking to 
their last two albums and 10" but digging into the 
archives for the ass-kicking “French Guy” and 
“Sturdy Wrists.” The gimmick and showmanship 
don’t upstage the music but act as an enhancing 
factor or complement. 


It wasn’t going to get any better than that, so we 
beat the traffic and skipped the Mighty Mighty 
Bosstones and Suicide Machines. Considering 
the nightmare of getting out of the lot last year and 
the fact that neither band was enticing enough to 
stick around (although the Machines’ album isn’t 
bad), this was definitely a wise idea... 




















Sad sign of the times...if anyone knows im 

this kid, please tell him he's an “4 
ignorant moron for wearing this shirt. 
Thank you... 
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Exaggerated in dress, manner and sarcastic intent and 
even if his vocals had more of the PIL warble than the 
cockney sneer he used during the Pistols’ 70s days, it’s 
still giving the people exactly what they expect and 
want. Oh yeah, the band totally rocks and those riffs to 
“God Save The Queen,” “Problems,” “Anarchy In The 
UK” and “EMI” stand the test of time. Sure, there were 
a few sluggish moments. Sure, you wonder if you’re 
just as foolish as those people who trek out to see Jimmy 
Buffett, Moody Blues or any other summer shed staple 
year after year. But I won’t justify having a good time. 
This was a fucking blast and no naysayer or anti- 
nostalgia purist is going to make me feel any differ- 
ently. Stabbing Westward opened with a tuneful and 
heavy take on the whole NIN/industrial-aggro thing. 
Serviceable, if not overwhelmingly original. Gravity 
Kills were in a similar vein, although with a keyboard 
player stabbing at and otherwise assaulting his instru- 
ment with gleeful malice and a very healthy, blonde, 
muscular lead singer (the Aryan Trent Reznor?) who 
sang in more of a Peter Murphy-ish timbre. Somewhat 
engaging. 

Seeing a band as good as Avail is always inspiring. 
What a powerful, amazing set they played at the Middle 


East. It was a re-confirmation, something that was’ 


physically moving and draining. Music this good gives 
you a reason to want to stay involved, making you feel 
part of something special. Not to get all misty-eyed but 
those are the thoughts that came to mind after seeing 
their hard-hitting performance. Great songs and an 
energized stage presence that’s gotten even better in the 
last year. Liberating and explosive, especially “On The 


Nod” and “Virus.” Once again, a blend of old and new, © 


ending with their fired-up version of the Violent 
Femmes’ “Add It Up.” Easily one of the best live shows 
I’ve seen so far this year. 

What happens when two shows you want to see are 
going on at almost the same time? You do what any 
person would do and try to get in as much of both as you 
can. Things turned out perfect as it turned out—except 
for Brown Lobster Tank’s cancellation at The Rat and 
not getting to see Doc Hopper headline that show. The 
Grapes started things off at the Rat with a tuneful and 
somewhat spirited set. NOFX-ish, meaning melody is 
a big part of the equation, but not neutralizing things too 
much. The Freeze were superb. Cliff still stalks the 
stage like a psycho and they blended old and new 
material seamlessly—what a treat to hear “So Long 
Ago,” “Nazi Fun” and “Broken Bones” like no time had 
passed. Too bad only 20 or so people were there to 
witness it ‘cause The Freeze are still a talented and 
worthwhile band, boasting a potent, two guitar lineup. 
After the Freeze, it was over to the Lutheran Church in 
Cambridge for Ignite, Good Riddance ahd Heckle. 
Due to inaccurate information I'd received about the 
hall’s location and trouble finding a parking space, it 
took me nearly an hour to get there (realize that the 
venues are a ten minute drive apart) but I got there just 


in time for Heckle’s blazing hardcore showing. Emo — 


and melody mixed into an accessible, fast-paced pack- 
age and the Gorilla Biscuits’ cover was a nice touch. 
Good Riddance also kept to a fast clip and were far 
superior to when J saw them in San Diego. Riveting and 
passionate, even though the room’s stifling heat caused 
my attention to linger, occasionally. Ignite followed 
and brought out the biggest response of the night. The 
kids were singing along with every word (except for the 
Scream cover, which they were apparently too young to 
remember—sad!) and Zoli stared back at them with a 
hypnotic, impassioned glare and worked ‘em over with 
single-minded intensity. By the way, with his dyed- 
blonde crewcut, he’s lookin’ a lot like Jack Kelly, these 
days! Old-school hardcore romp with a few moshier 
impulses but keeping the fast, frenetic tradition alive. 









where,/LP/Cass $7 u.s. or $10 elsewhere. All prices post paid American 
~___Greénbacks. Send check, cash or money order to Dr. Strange Records PO Box 
7000-117 Alta Loma Ca., 91701. All orders will recei've our massive catalog 
jammed with rare punk vinyl & hard to find CDs. If you want just the catalog send Masada 
us three stamps. Give us a call and we'll play you siome cool toons: (909) 483-2979. 
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NEW ALBUM——OUT NOW! 

MARCH MARCH ALIVE SOCIETY: GOWE MADD) 

RECORDED LIVE AT GILMAN ST SELF-FITLED TEP 

16 SONGS = 5 SUES PST ADEA. HS SHEAW SUT 

LP-$8 PPD * CD-$10 $3 PPD 
EXCELLENT SOUND QUALITY! 


RECORDED LIVE TO 16 TRACK BOARD) 


PO BOX 1833/LA., «CA 900 


iro01434@ interramp.com 


",..by the time ‘dis alpum is 
tattergd & worn...many of “DFG, 
contemporaries will have...vanished." 


~Adrock 


cassette, cd, 
& double 7” 


produced for the 
ABA allstars by 
Adam Horowitz 
& Mario C. 


to hear samples dial (213) I-OFFEND 
& hit $30 fce= 5502 
email at DFL31@a0 1.com 


Vintage out-of-print 7” 

now on CD for the first time! 
Plus, previously unreleased 
live tracks 

featuring Roger Miret 
(ex-Agnostic Front) 

23 powerful expressions 

of NYHC fury! 


T ehaotic tracks of 
motion... Put away 
olished, this is /hlardcore! 


For a free color Yatatog write: 


Century Media Records, 1459A6 14th St : t H 
#324, Santa Monica, GA 90404 U.S.A MEDIA 


E-mail: mail@ centurymedia.cofim.- Wee Site, Hip ww 





RECORDS & CD'S 


Once again, we're somewhat backlogged (especially for 7's)--so, if you've sent 


stuff recently and it's not here, chances are it'll be in the next issue. Space 
constraints prevent us from reviewing everything but we'll do the best 
we can. Thanks for everyone's support and patience... 





ACCUSTOMED TO NOTHING (New Red Archives) 

Whatever “it” is that makes for a good band, Accus- 
tomed To Nothing have “it.” Aggressive and powerful, 
while still maintaining some semblence of accessibility. 
Passionate (but not whiny) vocals filled with rage—de- 
Spite the fact that Lucky Nothing expresses apathy in the 
song of the same title, his emotionally-charged and pissed 
emanations sound anything but apathetic; something 
gnaws at his soul. ATN’s sound harkens back to when 
hardcore meant loud and fast and they add melodic 
touches here and there, even a little bit of a country 
backbeat for “Cowbats.” Completely rockin’! (PO Box 
210501, San Francisco, CA 94121) 


A.D.1.-Adjusting Distorted Individuals (Rigged) 

Hardcore/metal groove with a gruff hip-nop vocal style 
and featuring Rorschach’s former bass player. While 
“Emergency Broadcast Signal” works up to an explosive 
peak, they seem to be spinning their wheels a lot of the 
time. The same ‘ol-same ‘ol, modern hardcore—concen- 
trating more on hard, meticulous musicianship and sacri- 
ficing much in the way of cathartic spontaneity. In a word 
(or two), pretty dull. (PO Box 7165, Rochelle Park, NJ 
07662) 


AFGHAN WHIGS-Black Love (Elektra) 

Each subsequent Whigs album becomes more of a 
musical challenge. The band’s affinity for 70s soul has 
neverbeen more obvious, especially with the blaxploitation 
groove of “Blame, Etc,” featuring funky wah-wah guitar, 
clavinet and synthesized strings (I think). Greg Dulli’s 
vocals rip and tear, both passionate and against the grain. 
Strong rockers in “My Enemy” and “Summer's Kiss” and 
if the ballads occasionally veer towards the melodramatic, 
the way the band harnesses the elements of black music 
into their own vision is still impressive and connects on an 
emotional level. 


A.F.1.-Very Proud Of Ya (Nitro) 

Fast California-style punk, once again—not unique, 
not groundbreaking but exhibiting tight, energetic com- 
mand. Not too sweet-sounding, instead bashing out a 
scrappy take on the sound. I’m running out of adjectives 
to describe this stuff, ‘ya know? Buzzin’ all the way through 
and certain to activate your pogo muscles. (7071 Warner 
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Ave., #F-736, Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 


AGAINST ALL AUTHORITY-Destroy What Destroys 
You (Far Out) 

Quick-paced ska-punk with a power trio augmented by 
three horn players. AAA throw in some flat-out punk for 
“Hard As Fuck” and they alternate well between thrashy/ 
pogo mania and the skanky elements. Blanks 77 joked 
that everyone in Florida plays ska—so | guess AAA are 
one of the guilty parties and they have a take-no-prisoners 
approach. (PO Box 14361, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33302) 


ANALOGUE-A.A.D. (Sonic Bubblegum) 

Hip background music? Something |like that. Analegue’s 
mainly instrumental compositions feature a quiet, tex- 
tured array of guitar, bass and drums (with the occasional 
xylophone) coalescing into a soothing drone. Track 5 (the 
titles are vague), one of the few songs with vocals, builds 
up a slightly more-riveting head of steam, with a haunting 
melody line. A combination of Slint and Tortoise and, 
ultimately, not that involving. (PO Box 35504, Brighton, 
MA 02135) 


ANTI-HEROS-American Pie (Taang) 

They can burn Atlanta to the ground, like the Union did 
during the Civil War. They can bomb Centennial Village. 
Atlanta will survive and so will the Anti-Heros. Brawling, 
punchy punk rock, given a slightly more metallic guitar 
flavor from recent recruit Mark McGhee. Their politics take 
a right of center/populist bent—"Heroes And Zeroes” 
accurately expresses the frustration of working people in 
a global economy but “Hurricane Bubba’ critiques affirma- 
tive action and (“He became the quota president”) and his 
policies on gays in the military (‘Wants a gay man up the 
army’s anus”). Good storm-the-barricades rock but, just 
once, wouldn't it be different to hear an oi-inspired band 
with leftist lyrics?! (706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 


ARCHERS OF LOAF-The Speed Of Cattle (Alias) 

| love these guys! The Archers epitomize all the good 
qualities of what rock can offer—a true alternative to the 
mundane. Feeling, passion, pathos and songwriting deliv- 
ered with an emotional honesty and energetic thrust. 
“Speed Of Cattle” is a compilation of b-sides, obscurities, 
Peel Sessions and one other unreleased song (the aching 





“Bacteria.” Eric Bachmann's cracking vocals are every- 
nerd, the high-maintenance emanations of post-adoles- 
cence, the spiritual descendent of Jonathan Richman. 
Musically, they take the trail blazed by Dinosaur and 
Superchunk, adding their own messed-up, frayed person- 
ality to the melodic structures. A generous, end-tying 
collection. (2815 W. Olive Ave., Burbank, CA 91505) 


ARCWELDER-Entropy (Touch & Go) 

While “Entropy” doesn’t quite achieve the godhead 
status of “Xerxes” or “Pull,” on the first several listenings, 
there are songs here that will be ringing in the subcon- 
scious for some time to come. Pretty pop melodies on 
“Free Me,” “Ad Infinitum” (with the chorus hook provided 
by a chiming guitar and bass clarinet signature) and the 
song title of the week has to be the tender “I Promise Not 
To Be An Asshole.” The swirl returns for the thundering 
“Doubt” and “Snake Oil.” New wavy drumbeats and slash- 
ing/textured guitar and bass interplay are still the band’s 
hallmarks—along with Bill Graber’s double-tracked and 
Scott Macdonald’s “sweeter” vocal style. Arcwelder have 
an immediately-recognizable sound and its sense-wrap- 
ping properties are still readily apparent. But, gentlemen, 
after having personally been in a fucked-up business 
relationship with Boston's ex-drummer, listing that band’s 
members as personnel for “Turn To” almost ruined the 
vibe. Almost... (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


ASCENSION-The Years Of Fire (Toybox, EP) 

Like fellow Clevelanders Integrity, Ascension play mean, 
heavy hardcore that's closer to metal than punk. They also 
have a predilection for exploring the darker side of things 
and utilize quasi-gothic/classicist imagery on the sleeve 
and have a classical intro for the first song. Still, it's the 
same ‘ol joyless, unlistenable dreck that's been a mill- 
stone around hardcore’s neck for years. I’d rather hear 
real metal than this. (116 NW 13th St., #118, Gainesville, 
FL 32601) 


ASH-1977 (Reprise) 

Sure, this very young Belfast trio are somewhat retro 
but this isn’t a total '77 punk trip as you'd expect. More of 
a Buzzcocks/Undertones/Cheap Trick hybrid and, unfor- 
tunately, not quite as energetically satisfying as their 
debut EP. “Lose Control,” the leadoff track, succeeds best 
with some scorching guitar flay and a tough arrangement 
but, after that, only “Kung Fu” really provides the same 
buzz. Middling pop semi-fluff. 


ATEN O'CLOCK SCHOLAR-Quietest (Grass) 

Actually much closer to noisiest for this Dayton band. 
“Infant” has a great hook like a slower Jesus Lizard song 
while “Autobots vs. Decepticons” has a riff akin to Big 
Black's “Jordan, Minnesota.” There isn’t much that’s ter- 
ribly original here. Jason Ryan Baker's off-time drumming 
makes things more interesting. While it'd be nice to hear 
what Kevin Parret’s voice sounds like without any effects, 
this is still better than what a lot of other indie labels are 
putting out nowadays. (Phil Lerman) 


AVAIL-4AM Friday (Lookout) 

Make a loud and joyful noise...I think it comes from the 
bible and, while I’m not much for religion, Avail's sound is 
joyful and they're damn near a religious experience live. 
Before | get carried away, let's get to the new album— 
power-packed songs with strong hooks, harmonies and 
the band's patented adrenalin. The folksy undertow re- 
mains but this ain't folk music, not when it’s played at such 
a consistently-high energy level. Tim Barry's vocals carry 
a passionate fervor that comes across as genuine and 
non-contrived. The good-natured take on “Swing Low 
Sweet Chariot” (sounding like a scratchy record) en- 
hances the overall effect as it leads into the hammering 
“FCA.” Seems as though every other backpack I see ata 
show has an Avail patch. Maybe the kids are onto some- 
thing for once! (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 


BABOON-The Numb EP (Grass) 

| keep thinking of that Simpsons episode where Lisa 
chanted “baboon, baboon, baboon” at Homer. Don’t know 
why...it has nothing to do with this record. Now that | have 
that out of my system, this EP will singe your earlobes. 
Hoisting the volume assault, with whizzling guitar blast 
and tension/release arrangements, then getting down- 
right poppy (in a manner of speaking) on a few songs. 


Their new album (two of the five cuts here will be on that 
disc) should be a killer. 


BACKDRAFT-The End (Crucial Response, EP) 

This CD contains the four songs from “The Stream” 7" 
plus two others. Backdraft’s powerful speed and com- 
bined vocals, that can be best described as emo, make 
them a force to be reckoned with. Unfortunately, this is 
their last release before they broke up in late’95. Backdraft 
were an influential European band, with similar vocals as 
Outspoken and music as Coalesce. (Kaisersfeld 98, 46047 
Oberhausen, GERMANY) (Zak) 


BACKFIRE-Rebel 4 Life (Lost & Found) 
“Why are they so angry?” My former boss used to make 
"that comment whenever | played the sort of hardcore 
Backfire specialize in at my former record store job. 
Something's gotten to Pat, ‘cause his lower-register bel- 
low sounds murderous in intent. Rabid hardcore blitz, 
adding some crunch to the speedy attack, but the tempo 
is mainly quick-paced. Kinda veering into tough-guy terri- 
‘tory (some talk about “our crew”) but effective in its 
bludgeoning universe. (Buinteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, 
GERMANY) 


BALI GIRLS (Bittersweet) 

Tribal drumming and big-chord guitar sludge mix into a 
heavy, semi-expansive combination. Trouble is the Bali 
Girls’ material can be alternately liberating and preten- 
tiously innervating. “Strawberry Hill’ favors whining vocals 
and violin and an annoying stream-of-consciousness lyri- 
cal bent. “Crown Royal” writes the book on excess, 
starting off full steam but laboriously devolving into slowed- 
down murk that drags the song out to more than 19 
minutes. They have some good ideas, but judicious edit- 
ing wouldn't be a bad thing. (920 Broadway, #1403, NY, 
NY 10010) 


BARKMARKET-L Ron (American) 

Their answer to Dianetics? A tribute to Mr. Hubbard? 
Thebrain-waves are reading something twisted and heavy. 
Barkmarket slug through low-plow metallo sludge with 
plenty of lyrical darkness. It could be the start of a new 
movement—a bowel movement, ‘cause Barkmarket’s 
rumble makes the ground shake. You can bet ‘yer booty 
these boys grew up on metal in their youth and they're 
forging it into an ugly, lurching beast. This is nota pleasant 
sound for a sunny summer's day. 


BASTARD SQUAD-Songs For The Country (Fat 
Einstein, EP) 

Loutish punk rock from this South Shore band, formerly 
known as Crawl (and with its roots in Suckerpunch). Jerry 
has a big mouth and spouts off with venom and bellicosity 
and the Bastard boys have a tough, muscular sound with 
hintings of melody. They cover The Freeze’s “Broken 
Bones” and there are some musical similarities with that 
band. Living up to their name. (PO Box 7531, Quincy, MA 
02269-7531) 


BATTALION OF SAINTS A.D.-Cuts (Taang) 

Not enough bands play hardcore like this, anymore— 
loud and fast and without paying attention to doctrinaire 
lyrical decorum or the sloggish tendencies that bog down 
so much modern material. Original BOS shouter George 
Anthony and his cohort Terry Bones (Discharge/UK Subs/ 
Broken Bones) have recruited a new rhythm section and 
recorded a kicksass thrash onslaught. The cover photo of 
a knife cutting skin is a tribute, it would seem, to Poison 
Idea’s “Kings Of Punk” and this band have a similar 
penchant for blistering riffs, tinged with alittle of Motérhead’s 
fury. Rants against cops, government and bad relation- 
ships, as well as an ode to adult video arcades (“Jack 
Shack’). George’s vocals are strangely buried in the mix, 
sometimes, but that’s just a minor flaw on this raucous 
comeback. (706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 


BATTERY-Until The End (Lost & Found) 

Kickass old-school hardcore, played with speed and 
passion and sounding just dandy. Territory covered a 
million times, of course, and the usual laments about not 
fitting inand not wanting to, anyway, but Battery play it with 
effective intensity. Bonus points for the anti tough-guy 
sentiments on “Go Back To The Gym.” A strong rush. 
(Binteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


BECK-Odelay (DGC) 

This album has received universal praise, even from 
friends and acquaintances | wouldn't expect (Phil says it’s 
the best album of ’96 so far). | have to admit the man has 
talent. No one hit wonder/flash in the pan, here. The 
“Paul's Boutique” comparisons are apt, in the winking, 
willfully referential sonic hodgepodge that Beck and the 
Dust Brothers achieve. Folk (especially the Dylanesque 
variety), 70s rock cheese and funk are all part of Beck’s 
wide-ranging pallette and when you hear samples from 
sources as diverse as Dick Hyman, Dylan, the riff to 
garage rock classic “I Can Only Give You Everything” and 
Grand Funk cleverly dropped into the mix, you know 
you're dealing with some creative recycling. All of these 
elements are parlayed into a contemporary groove ma- 
chine. Beck’s one smart motherfucker. 


BIKINI KILL-Reject All American (Kill Rock Stars) 
Hard to believe that this is only their second full-length 
(if you can call 26 minutes a full-length) and Bikini Kill 
really come into their own, here. Their sharpest, most 
aggressive punk songs, as well as endeavors into some- 
what more accessible territory, without losing the lyrical 
sharpness. A pure adrenalin rush for “Statement Of Vin- 
dication,” “Capri Pants” and “Bloody Ice Cream.” “R.1.P.,” 
an elegy for a friend who died of AIDS, expresses the 
sense of sadness without getting maudlin and with a 
subdued, melodic approach. “False Start” is also unex- 
pectedly poppy, in an almost Velvets sort of way. The 
band’s musical skill has grown and Hanna’s vocal range 
has expanded, as well. Bikini Kill prove that they're a band 
(and a good one), as opposed to a political or “scene” 
movement. (120 NE State St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


BIOHAZARD-Mata Leao (Warner Bros.) 

Pared to a three piece for this album (Bobby Hambel 
has joined White Devil), Biohazard strip it to the basics and 
are better for it. The usual hard-hitting mix of hardcore, 
hip-hop and metal and several songs take on a blistering 
thrash mode. Bitter sentiments lashing out against the 
numbing corruption and evil of modern society and deliv- 
ered with agitated authority by Billy and Evan. 


BLANKS 77-Killer Blanks (Radical) 

“Here’s to the spirit of 77 and havin’ fun in a punk rock 
band/here’s to the spirit of ’77 and the punk rock of the 
past.” It’s not all that difficult to figure out exactly where the 
Blanks are coming from and while the cynical will scoff 
that’s it’s merely retro punk with nothing new to offer, | say 
WHO THE FUCK CARES. Give me this shit, anyday, over 
self-righteous, musically-constipated drivel. The Blanks 
infuse so much joy and rambunctious spirit into their 
songs that, if you’re still in love with the power of three 
chords, it's impossible not to like. Modern production 
qualities and a more-than-adequate level of musical skill 
only amplify their potent punk rush. Long live the spirit of 
77, no matter how outdated or ridiculous it looks to some. 
Putting the fun back in. (77 Bleecker St., Ste. C2-21, New 
York, NY 10012) 





BOTH WORLDS 
See : 


BLOODLET-Entheogen (Victory) 

All agony, no ecstasy. Hard-jamming hardcore in the 
slow ‘n angst-ridden camp. Bloodlet do exhibit instrumen- 
tal skill, with some otherworldly tones on “Annulment” and 
strong rhythm work throughout, but it’s a joyless excur- 
sion. The acoustic interlude on the epic “The Triumph” 
was kind of the breaking point for me. Then there’s the 
matter of Scott Angelacos’ life-is-pain, tryin’ to squeeze 
out the shit vocals. May | suggest a laxative, Scott? 
Gratuitous sarcasm aside, Bloodlet’s heavy sound gets 
numbing in short order. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 
60614) 


BLOUNT-Trauma (Fearless) 

Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah... Tight, fast and tuneful 
punk rock and if your instincts tell you they're from Califor- 
nia, guess again. Straight outta Florida and not one death 
metal influence! Every song is played at a breakneck clip, 
with scorching riffs and passionate vocals. | was talking 
with someone about Blount and he said they do the Fat 
thing better than most of the Fat bands. That could be the 
truth. One hot fuckin’ album. (13772 Goldenwest St. #545, 
Westminster, CA 92683) 


BLUETIP (Dischord) 

The mellifluent twin-guitars, emotion-tinged vocals and 
shifting, solid rhythms—okay, okay, so Bluetip have some 
similarities with Quicksand and Fugazi. Still, there’s a 
straight-forward power to it all that makes this one of the 
more appealing releases of late from Dischord. It’s also 
not an obvious clone-job. “Sacred Heart Of The Highway” 
even takes a bluesier turn, although it drags on a little too 
long. Jason Farrell and Dave Stern come from the late, 
lamented Swiz and harness their hardcore roots into 
some thorny, liberating sounds. (3819 Beecher St. NW, 
Washington, DC 20007) 


BOBSLED-Darlahood (Tacklebox) 

Ex-Bulimia Banquet vocalist Jula and guitarist Mia 
Ferraro formed this band with two other folks, awhile back, 
and play spirited punk encompassing both poppy and 
more abrasive influences. Sweet for a song like “Bury Me 
Slow” and nasty for “Get That Thing Away From Me.” 
Overall, much more accessible than BB and with a wise- 
assed sense of humor. Decent. (PO Box 1709, La Jolla, 
CA 92038) 


BONESAW-Shadow Of Doubt (Lost & Found) 

Mean, meaner, meanest... Bonesaw end their album 
with a trash ‘n destroy cover of the Brady Kids’ “Sunshine 
Day” and throw in poppier touches for “The Answer” but 
the rest of “Shadow Of Doubt’ is pounding, pummelling 
hardcore rage. Mid-speed groove and crunch with thrashier 
doses and delivered in tight, flowing fashion. The hard 
stuff but not caught in any constipatory tendencies. How’s 
that sound, tough guy? (BUntewég 1, 30900 Wedemark, 
GERMANY) 


BOTH WORLDS-Beyond Zero Gravity (Another Planet, 
EP) 
WHITE DEVIL-Reincarnation (Lost & Found, EP) 

I'm probably a stinker for reviewing these together, 
since they represent the by-products of the incredibly 
bitter Cro-Mags split. John Joseph now fronts Both Worlds, 
along with members of Leeway and Harley and Parris 
return in the three-piece White Devil (drummer Dave 
DiCenso rounds out the trio). Both Worlds take a fairly 
effective hard-rockin’ route, with melodic underpinnings. It 
sure ain't “Age Of Quarrel,” but far from a failure either. As 
for the Devil, they play the Cro-Mags’ card to the hilt, 
plastering the inner sleeve with the logo and, musically, 
it's not far-removed from what that band was doing. 
Crunchy, heavy hardcore, with forays into poppier and 
metallic territory. “Fireburn” and “Can You Feel” have the 
Glassic Mags-style. And, judging by recent interviews with 
Joseph and, from White Devil, the lyrics to “Fireburn” and 
their liner notes, a reconciliation seems highly unlikely. 
(Another Planet: 740 Broadway, NY, NY 10003/Lost & 
Found: Bunteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


BOYRACER-In Full Colour (Zero Hour) 

Taking the pop form and twisting it into different permu- 
tations. Boyracer’s best attempts are when the guitars are 
fuzzed and loud, as is the case with “Small Consolation,” 


“New Punk Song” and the My Bloody Valentinesque 
“Foam.” “Goblin” is aching and hooky. “We Were Wrong” 
adds a hip-hop beat and “W.R.H.” is synth/casio new 
wave dance muzak. Haphazard—an EP of the better 
songs would've been an absolute killer. (14 W. 23rd St., 
NY, NY 10010) 


BOYS LIFE (Crank!) 

Shifting, ebb and flow post-hardcore. Quiet, sparse 
passages giving way to the big chord build-up. Drive Like 
Jehu’s Mark Trombino produced and there are some 
similarities but these guys don’t quite have the unhinged 
explosivness nor songwriting brilliance of that band. On 
the right track, sometimes. (1223 Wilshire Blvd., #173, 
Santa Monica, CA 90403) 


BRAINBATS-The Curse Of The Brainbats (Cyclone) 

Roots rockabilly played at a 90 MPH clip. These guys 
are going to get nailed for speeding any time now. Lame 
jokes aside, this trio offer a stripped-down no bullshit 
approach to the roots form. Granted, the rockabilly revival 
peaked more than fifteen years ago butif you still have the 
pomade coursing through your follicles, this will hit where 
it counts. (24 Pheasant Run, Merrimack, NH 03054) 


BRAINIAC-Hissing Prigs In Static Couture (Touch & 
Go) 

Hissing prigs? What's a hissing prig? Something to 
ponder while being sense-whacked by the new Brainiac 
album. These guys hit the nerve, with their spacy/elec- 
troshock instrumentation of synths and guitars and har- 
nessing it to adrenalin-charged new wavish rock. The 
latter quality exposes itself most obviously on “Vincent 
Come On Down” and the Wire-ish “Hot Seat Can't Win.” 
“Beekeepers Maxim” is tense and twisted. Reaching for 
both the eclectic and visceral and forging a jaggedly 
workable amalgam. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


BRAINSICK-Knuckle Sandwich (Ransom Note) ° 

| swear to whatever that Brainsick are related to 
Guttermouth, somehow. Their album has a similar fast/ 
loud/obnoxious flavor as Guttermouth’s first few records. 
A speed-demon dynamo of buzzchords and hooks in the 
right places and they offer equal contempt to hippies, 
alternative types and college kids as they do to fascists. 
This is the sort of thing we used to call hardcore! Come to 
think of it, this is stil/ how hardcore should be played. (PO 
Box 40164, Bellevue, WA 98015) C 


BRIGHTSIDE-Punchline (Lost & Found) 

Mainly on the hard ‘n heavy tip, with the occasional nod 
to thrash, Brightside kind of typify the modern hardcore 
sound. Well, they're actually a little better than that since 
they tend to mix things up, slightly. Angry vocals with 
gang-like back-ups, spitting out the polemics and sound- 
ing better on the faster material. Not much to get all that 
excited about, ultimately, although the hidden cover of 
Johnny Cash’s “Ring Of Fire” (done without the bluster) is 
an enjoyable throwaway. (BUunteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, 
GERMANY) 


BRISTLE-Won't Die For You (Ransom Note) 

Bristle rock out in similar fashion to other bands on the 
Ransom Note label—tough punk songs with three chord 
scorch, catchy riffs and an appealing scrappiness. The 
brashness to steal the riff from “Alternative Ulster” for 
“You're Unreal” and make it their own. A non wretch- 
inducing ska pulse pops up for “Who The Fuck Are You.” 
Timeless, blood-pumpin’ stuff. (PO Box 40164, Bellevue, 
WA 98015) 


BROKEN TOYS-Fury Ill (Trashtone, EP) 

In Boston’s northern, outlying suburbs is a well-kept 
punk secret, the Broken Toys. Four scrappy, catchy songs 
emphasizing strong hooks and infectious harmonies to go 
with the punk thrust. “Fury Ill” and “Breathe” beg for more 
plays. If they were from California, they'd be huge—as it 
is, overcoming their Methuen surroundings is something 
to be admired. (12 Miller St., Methuen, MA 01844) 


BROTHER’S KEEPER-The Continuum (Trustkill) 
This CD is hard to describe because Brother's Keeper 
follows no leads but their own. Songs like “Gift” and “The 
Continuum” display their progression into their own style 
of danceable beats, drawn-out vocals and crunchy guitar 


that display complex melodies and rhythms without losing 
its conviction or originality. Original and sincere. (23 Farm 
Edge Lane, Tinton Falls, NJ 07724) (Zak) 


BROWN LOBSTER TANK-Tooth Smoke (Dr. Strange) 

This album was awaited in these quarters, after their 
smokin’ 7" and, while the single favored a slightly rougher 
sound, it’s not any sort of disappointment. Strong pop 
songs, emphasizing smooth vocals and tight, hooky ar- 
rangements. BLT (sounds like a sandwich!) get their 
inspiration as much from Hiisker DU as much as from the 
Descendents or Green Day. What else can be said— 
another good poppy punk album. (PO Box 7000-117, Alta 
Loma, CA 91701) 


BRUISERS-Up In Flames (Lost & Found) 

Over the past few years, The Bruisers have shifted 
gears towards a rootsier, rockabilly-inspired sound with- 
out going down the tired reverb route. Their songs still 
have a tough rock ‘n roll flavor, especially for “All Messed 
up,” “Hard Line” and “Bad Lands.” The guitars have plenty 
of twang and slash and Al Barr's gravelly vocals will never 
be mistaken for any Elvis wannabe. Tough rock sounds. 
(Band: Jeff Morris, 32 Milk St., Newburyport, MA 01950) 


BTI-Marfa (Happy Toothpaste) 
Earnest, enjoyable punk trio from Tempe, forever 


‘ immortalized in the Horace Pinker song “Burn Tempe To 


The Ground.” Vocals ain’t too sharp but the band’s spunky, 
scrappy energy is mighty appealing. Poppy elements and 
uptempo, but with a fraying-at-the-edges looseness. (2115 
East Aspen, Tempe, AZ 85282) 


BUCK WILD-Beat Me Silly (Lobster) 

The two guitarists from Lagwagon doin’ their own thing 
and that thing isn’t too far off the beaten path—in fact, not 
off it at all. There’s a poppier emphasis to their accessible 
punk rock, especially for the super-catchy “American 
Dream.” And what would a Cali punk album be without a 
hokey cover tune, in this case The Turtles’ “Happy To- 
gether.” The ballad “That's The Problem” is pretty ex- 
ecrable, though. Par for the course, for the most part. (PO 
Box 1473, Santa Barbara, CA 93102) 


BUSINESS-Death II Dance (Taang, EP) 

The Business are back and as bellicose as ever. The 
EP's title track is a tirade against the techno set, delivered 
with the band’s patented energetic catchiness. Ditto for 
“Skaghead,” “NHS” and their cover of the Smiths’ “Panic.” 
There’s also two “unpubbed” cuts, with acoustic guitar, for 
oldies “Out In The Cold” and “Drinkin and Driving,” which 
come off well as homey singalong numbers. (706 Pismo 
Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 


BUTTHOLE SURFERS-Electriclarryland (Capitol) 

The Buttholes continue their dalliance with the main- 
stream. Of course, mainstream rock these days is more 
left of center than it used to be but they've come a long way 
from the days of “The Shah Sleeps In Lee Harvey's 
Grave.” “Pepper’ is a Beck-ish, psychedelic hip-hop tune, 
while punchy aggro comes courtesy of “Cough Syrup,” 
“L.A.,” “Ulcer Breakout” and the hooky “Ah Ha.” “TV Star’ 
dabbles with country. Lyrics are still out there, though. 
“The Lord Is A Monkey,” also having a hip-hop ambiance, 
has the line, “She cut off my balls and she sewed them to 
my head.” Maybe they aren't that conventional and their 
willful strangeness still seems wittier and smarter than, 
say, the calculated outrage of Marilyn Manson. It’s more 
palatable musically, as well. 


BUTTSTEAK-Men Who Pause (Go-Kart) 

Buttsteak have always been one of those bands that 
have a somewhat original nature but haven’t become 
anything that you rally behind or get passionate about. 
“Men Who Pause” offers more consistency than in the 
past and their punk and new wavish songs are fairly 
energetic but if you asked me to hum any of ‘em a few 
weeks from now, | probably couldn't. Sorry, that’s just the 
way it is. (PO Box 20, Prince Street Station, NY, NY 
10012) 


BUZZCOCKS-AIl Set (IRS) . 

The Buzzcocks are one of the greatest bands ever but 
“All Set” is probably their weakest effort. I’d still rather hear 
this than Oasis or Blur or whatever fucking trendy English 


band is making waves this month. There are a few good 
songs here—the strong guitar hooks for “Give It To Me” 
and “Kiss ‘n Tell” prove that Pete Shelley still has the 
songwriting touch—but too much of this album sounds 
watered-down and lacks the sharpness that went with the 
catchiness of their best material. Truly lame ballads like 
“Back With You” and “Hold Me Close” (clever “Walrus” 
touches aside) would never have hada place inthe band’s 
classic repertoire. It just doesn’t measure up. 


BY THE GRACE OF GOD-For The Love Of Indie Rock 
(Victory, EP) 

Indie rock my ass—this is straight-on, blitz-bomb 
hardcore. Fast where it should be, heavy in the right spots 
and laying down some dramatic and pulverizing riffage, 
especially for “Pallbearers Hymn” and “November's Lie.” 
Add a cover of Poison Idea’s “Plastic Bomb” and BTGOG 
make you remember what's good about hardcore. From 
Louisville and featuring Duncan and Rob from Endpoint, 
Jay from Empathy and Thommy from Enkindel (they've 
been in other bands before and since, but these are the 
best-known) and outdoing anything they've done before. 
(PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 


CANNIBAL CORPSE-Vile (Metal Blade) 

The title describes this death metal band’s music and 
lyrics as succinctly as | ever could, so let's leave it at that... 
(2345 Erringer Rd., #108, Simi Valley, CA 93065) 


CAPABILITY GREEN (Golf) 

Former Instigators’ vocalist Andy Turner fronts this 
band and it’s not far-removed from what his former (and 
hugely underrated) unit were doing. Energetic punk with 
subtle melodic flourishes, possessing an urgency in both 
the vocal and musical delivery. A distinct sound with a 
world-weary lyrical weight and expressing discomfort with 
society’s negative aspects while maintaining an impres- 
sive instrumental finesse. (PHD, Unit 15, Bushell Busi- 
ness Estate, Hithercroft, Wallingford, Oxon, OX10 9DD, 
ENGLAND) 


CARDIAC KIDS-Flat Broke (Belo) 

Fast, tuneful hardcore in an older SoCal tradition (the 
Kids hail from San Diego). The band adds a few metal licks 
here and there and “Stories” starts out like “Free Bird” or 
something, before kicking into its punk emphasis. Preston 
Swirnoff's deep, resonant vocals are another dominant 
factor. A pretty basic approach, but with a tougher style 
andit’s effective. (1066 Tourquois St., #10, San Diego, CA 
92109) 


CARS GET CRUSHED-Blue And West (Goldenrod) 

Sometimes-interesting post-hardcore stuff. Cars Get 
Crushed throw in melodic texture a/a Dinosaur or 
Swervedriver and add some Jehu-ish herk ‘n jerk. Spo- 
radically cathartic and also tending to drift in spots, as well. 
Less manic than bands working similar territory and that 
keeps it from reaching a sustained cataclysmic peak. 
(3770 Tansy St., San Diego, CA 92121) 


CHAINSAW KITTENS-Candy For You (Scratchie, EP) 

The Kittens have never completely floated my boat. 
Their 70s pop and rock influences boast both hooky 
songcraft and tongue-in-cheek smart-assedness, but it’s 
never been of mind-blowing caliber. Four songs here— 
”"Grandaddy’s Candy” is catchy indy-rock, “Bones In My 
Teeth” has a bubblegummy flavor, the Galaxie 500 cover, 
“Strange,” draws from the Velvets and “Bury My Heart” 
drags on with lame lethargy. Just not that hot. (1914 N. 
Milwaukee, Chicago, IL 60647) 


CHISEL-8 AM All Day (Gern Blandsten) 

Bouncy pop music drawn from a hyper/jittery reservoir 
and Jam-like jangle. No treacle, instead concentrating on 
an edgier approach. Strong hooks and harmonies that 
sound like the parties responsible have indulged in a little 
helium inhalation. Sharp and tuneful rock. (PO Box 356, 
River Edge, NJ 07661) 


CHIXDIGGIT! (Sub Pop) 

Chixdiggit! aren’t exactly the most original band but | 
don't give a toss... Their upbeat, extremely catchy three 
chord punk packs the oomph of the early Ramones’ 
catalog and they have a clever lyrical bent, to boot. Titles 
like “Henry Rollins Is No Fun,” “Shadowy Bangers From A 


Shadowy Duplex” (Chixdiggit! are Canadian, like their 
Shadowy countrymen) and a tribute, of sorts, to Bruins’ 
goalie Gerry Cheevers (“Stitch Marks On My Heart’). 
Shamelessly derivative and so what? Sure, I’ve com- 
plained about assembly-line alternarock or industrial or 
whatever and Chixdiggit! aren't coy about their theivery 
but, dammit, their type of punk rock is still my thing. (POB 
20645, Seattle, WA 98102) 


CHUNE-Big Hat, No Cattle (Headhunter) 

Conveying emotion in anindy rock framework. Chune’s 
tunes (sorry!) slowly evolve—glistening guitar textures, a 
big-sounding bottom end and flowing through eruptive 
pathways. Pretty and cathartic atthe same time. “Fishwrap” 
is an intriguing piss-off to A&R types. Following the same 
route as their first album and, if anything, they’ve honed 
theirstrengths into a more coherent statement. (4901-906 
Morena Blivd., San Diego, CA 92117) 


CHURN-Heated Couplings In The Sun (Earmark, EP) 

Ten years after the demise of the Proletariat, three- 
quarters of that band is back, with a new drummer, as 
Churn. Slow-buildups, usually starting with a warm, tex- 
tured guitar signature, less jagged than the Proles’ as- 
sault, but Rick Brown’s vocals still convey rage and 
emotion. The music also packs hooks and power, adding 
modern and melodic elements. Rick’s cowbell on “Heavy 
Wire Brush” brings back memories of “Hollow Victory” 
from “Soma Holiday,” while “Susan Says” combines shim- 
mering hooks and tight, rhythmic punch. A slightly-differ- 
ent approach, but effective. (127 Oakland St., Fall River, 
MA 02720) 


CLETUS-Grease, Grits, and Gravy (Johann’s Face) 
The cover features a white-trash babe putting a crown 
on top of a gas pump and, if you judged it at face value, 
you'd think it's a Southern Culture type of deal. Wrong 
wrong wrong! Cletus kick out timeless, tuneful punk rock 
just as they did on their 7" last year. Bright guitars and a 
solid backbeat act as a feisty complement to Johnny 
Puke’s nasal-phlegm croon. Cletus make it possible to 
forgive South Carolina for producing the likes of Strom 
Thurmond. (PO Box 479-164, Chicago, IL 60647) 


COMBINE-The History Of American Rock and Roll 
(Caroline) 

| don’t think the album’s theme or musical scope is as 
ambitious as you'd gather from the title. Instead, there’s 
another healthy dose of edgy, muscular post-punkish 
tock, with some more melodic, Bowie-esque forays 
(“Mudpie”), folky interludes, pop (“The Rock Narcotic”) 
and spoken word. Even some clever swipes from Sonic 
Youth and Archers Of Loaf. The concept, more accu- 
rately, is life on the road for a rock band and | suppose 
that’s the historical context, in that it’s still the same as it 
ever was. (114 W. 26th St., NY, NY 10001) 


CONQUERER WORN-Ride-On (Baloney Shrapnel) 

Atribute to an obscure early 70s biker rock icon named 
Simon Stokes andit was put togetherby Jeff from Antiseen, 
Phil from Rancid Vat, guitarist Mike Schuppe and some 
other pals. Greasy, nasty, ornery rock ‘n roll with a 
southern/bluesy base and spearheaded by Jeff's iron- 
lunged croon. In the participants’ tradition of butt-kickin’ 
buzz-flay. (PO Box 6504, Phoenix, AZ 85005) 


CONVERGE-Petitioning The Empty Sky (Ferret) 

A noisy display of hardcore that probably could be on 
Earache, with a complex mix of guitar crunch, rhythmic 
bass lines, over-powering snare and harsh lyrics. A com- 
bination not to miss. (72 Windsor Dr., Eatontown, NJ 
07724) (Zak) 


JAYNE COUNTY-Deviation (Royalty) 

The world’s most-renowned transgender rocker re- 
turns with a power-packed, naughty assortment of songs. 
Actually, Jayne’s not quite as bawdy as in the late 70s but 
she's backed by a muscular, hard rocking unit that has the 
same economical, three-chord wallop of the Electric Chairs. 
“Everyone's An Asshole But Me” brings a chuckle, Jayne 
rips through the Runaways’ “Cherry Bomb” and adds 
some harmonica for the bluesy, garage vamp “Little Star.” 
A lot of folks Jayne’s age (well into her 40s, most likely) 
have given up or slowed down but Ms. County shows no 
such inclination. Right on! (176 Madison Ave., NY, NY 
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COWS-Whorn (AmRep)/Old Gold 1989-1991 (AmRep) 

“Whorn” shows the Cows still got it after all these years. 
Forays into funkier material aren't quite their forte but the 
noisy punk/gnash of “Divorceé Moore,” “A Gift Called Life” 
and the anti-anthem mantra “Mas-No Mas” presenta hell- 
raising unit. Snannon’s bugle still shows up in odd spots, 
working particularly well for the jazzy Stooges’ atonality of 
“A Oven.” Guitar-busting par excellence spices up “Orga- 
nized Meat.” Wreaking havoc. “Old Gold” compiles a good 
chunk of their first three out of print albums, plus a b-side 
and is decidedly more of a mixed bag. “Daddy Has A Tail” 
is uncompromisingly abrasive and rough. Their appro- 
priation of “Shakin’ All Over” for “Shaking” is wonderfully 
raunchy. The attack was refined slightly for “Effete & 
Impudent Snobs” and “Peactika” and is the better for it but 
it’s still plenty crazed. “Cartoon Coral” and “Good Cop” 
careen along with hellride force and “Hitting The Wall” 
rocks up a fuckin’ storm. An ugly, bluesy fuzz attack that 
had some sublimely inspirational moments. (2645 1st 
Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 
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CRANKCASE-Scrap (Static, EP) 

Expansive, offbeat rock sounds. An aggressive semi- 
psych approach, breaking into free-form chaos for the 
culmination of “My Left Foot,” while opting fora heavy style 
on “The Ever-Widening Circle Of Shame” and “Who Is 
Ana Cuisine?” Unique weirdness but not that “far-out”. 
(PO Box 40236, Philadelphia, PA 19106) 


CRAZY ALICE-Best Damn Chicken In The Fair (Cata- 
pult) 

While less-deserving and flavor-of-the-month bands 
get the attention in Boston, Crazy Alice have been plug- 
ging away with their underdog, pop/punk sound for years. 
Jeff's nasally vocal yearn can go against the grain on 
occasion but there’s an honest plaintiveness in his yowl 
that meshes well with the two guitar attack. Surging, hook- 
filled winners like “The Dullard,” “Gutted” and “Keep 
Rinsing” are the rule, rather than the exception and “Paper 
Straw’ is achingly appealing. New drummer Gino Zanetti 
brings a rejuvenated, multi-faceted kick to the lineup and 


the band sound rejuvenated. (215 A Street, 6th Floor, 
Boston, MA 02210) 


CRISIS UNDER CONTROL-Initiation (Break Even Point) 

Nice mix of old-style thrash, melodic mid-tempo mate- 
rialandsome heaviness. Notestosterone in sight, though— 
this is more of a youth crew/posi vibe and they have the 
punch and aggro to pull it off. “Slider” connects with the 
ferocity of classic Uniform Choice. (Via Vallebona 28, 
00168 Rome, ITALY) 


CROOK & THE FLARE CITY 5-Unrefined (Under- 
handed, EP) 

All over the map—from rootsy thrash to country to bad 
House Of Blues R&B/soul (complete with horns) and I'm 
not buying any of it. Wretched dilletantism. (PO Box 
20790, NY, NY 10009) (Jim Balaya) 


CROWNHATE RUIN-Until The Eagle Grins (Dischord) 

Challenging, disconcerting music from this trio that 
includes Joe and Fred from Hoover and ex-1.6 Band 
drummer Vin Novara. Crownhate Ruin take on Jehu-like 
permutations of atonal vocals and jazzily-intricate ebb ‘n 
flow skronk. Aggressive in nature, especially the straight- 
forward bash of “Every Minutes Sucker.” Taking things in 
a different direction. (3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, 
DC 20007) 


CRUMBS-Get All Tangled Up! (Far Out, 10") 

My building superintendent bears a striking 
resemblence to the Stretch Cunningham character from 
All in The Family. And | was convinced he was the only 
man left in America who still drank Schlitz beer out of the 
can. Wrong again—The Crumbs are downing a pasta ‘n 
Schlitz meal on the cover of their new EP and then, I’m 
sure, they went into the studio to make this fine-soundin’ 
disc. Ramonesy punk playing up the tuneful qualities but 
keeping the spirited garage snot. Lookin’ natural in those 
black leather jackets and kickin’ up a righteous three- 
chord storm. (PO Box 14361, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33302) 


CRUTCH-Sold By Weight (Bong Load) 

Dishing out the high-octane rock ‘n roll, with ingredients 
being part boogie, part Black Flag and not entirely predict- 
able. “Limp Twitch,” with its tagline “Fuck you and this 
whole pathetic rock and roll show” kinda resonates with 
me at this point. And the ditty about the singer getting 
fucked up the ass by the ghost of rock promoter Bill 
Graham is quite a provocative vision. Economical, often 
ferocious rock crank. (PO Box 931538, Hollywood, CA 
90093-1538) 


DAS KLOWN-Holy Crap! It’s Das Kiown (Know) 

Das Klown frontman Au’s a mean motherfucker and he 
knows it and doesn't care. Not with songs titled “Blow Yer’ 
Self” and “Eye Kill,” a rant against environmentalists, 
vegetarians, pro-lifers and political activists of any stripe: 
Classic SoCal punk and hardcore, with stinging guitar 
lines, a full-throttle attack and strong vocals—think 
Agression, Adolescents, DI, etc... and you're on the right 
track. After three albums, so are these guys. (PO Box 
4830, Long Beach, CA 90804) 


DEERHEART-Queen, Worker, Drone (Goldenrod) 

Industrial/metal crush. Deerheart’s songs are brief and 
focused and favor rumbling bass, metal on metal percus- 
sion, samples and soul-singe guitar lines. Reminiscent of 
early Head Of David and Barkmarket, with touches of 
Foetus. Dark, ugly and, after awhile, you start to feel the 
“clank” of oppression. (3770 Tansy St., San Diego, CA 
92121) 


DELTA 72-The R&B Of Membership (Touch & Go) 

With the swirling organ, rhythmic shuffle and slide 
guitar grit, the Delta 72 havea soulful blend of psychedelica, 
post-punk and bluesy inflections. Fleshed-out and occa- 
sionally freaking out, while hitting traditional touchstones. 
Capturing the essence of their influence without sounding 
dated. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


DEROZER-Bar (Derotten) 

Ah, ltalian—the language of love. Ah, Derozer—the 
purveyors of punk. Mix ‘em together and it sounds like a 
cross-pollination of The Queers and Ramones singing in 
a romantic tongue. Upbeat, energetic songs with a bois- 


terous appeal. All of it at a speedy clip. (C.P. 62, 36051 
Creazzo (VI), ITALY) 


DESPAIR-Despair (Trustkill)//One Thousand Cries 
(Trustkill) 

Heavy, angst-ridden hardcore that conveys pain and 
agony in a somewhat-convincing manner. Despair bust 
out some fast tempos, but the emphasis is on hammering, 
medium-speed riffs. Once again, coming from more of a 
metal than punk direction—good, if you like that sort of 
thing but I’m not really into it, anymore. “One Thousand 
Cries” repackages their debut 7", demo cuts and live 
songs and is marginally better. (23 Farm Edge Lane, 
Tinton Falls, NJ 07724) 


D GENERATION-No Lunch (Columbia) 

D Gen reprise four songs from their first album, along 
with eight new ones and it’s a crunchy amalgam of hard- 
hitting rock with a punk attitude. Spirited fun, with the 
quick-paced “Scorch,” hooky “No Way Out” and punchy 
cover of Reagan Youth's “Degenerated” making the best 
impression. While embracing the hedonism and devil- 
may-care spirit of rock ‘n roll, they somehow make it fun 
and unpretentious. 


DIS-The Historically Troubled Third Album (Sonic 
Bubblegum) 

No trouble with this album. Dis- have a sound that 
encompasses trance-like, often powerful guitar patterns, 
a booming rhythm (more Albini work) and soothing vocals, 
somewhere between Arcwelder and Failure. A good bal- 
ance of volume and subtletly and an album where the 
nuances continue to reveal themselves with repeated 
















































































































































































































































































listenings. Disarmingly catchy. (PO Box 35504, Brighton, 
MA 02135) 


DISCOUNT-Ataxia’s Alright Tonight (Liquid Meat) 

Imagine early Jawbreaker or with a female vocalist— 
that’s the case with Discount. Upbeat pop tunes with 
bright guitars and a percolating rhythm section. Actually, 
the best track is where bassist James takes a vocal turn, 
on “No Surprise.” He has a future as a frontman. Snappy, 
energetic and enjoyable. (PO Box 460992, Escondido, 
CA 92046) 


DOG POUND-King Dickley Cool (Black Pumpkin) 

Try as they do, Dog Pound's take on the pop/punk 
sound just ain't that happening. Jeffrey Campoli has this 
naggingly mainstream rock voice and the songs, while 
catchy, don’t always have the snot or ass-kicking slash to 
get it done. Some enjoyable moments, especially “Do 
What | Want,” “Judge’s Son” and “Remember,” but this 
isn't crucial material. And the vegan activists won't be too 
pleased by the pro-meat “Homicide”: ‘Meat is murder and 
murder tastes good!!!” (PO Box 4377, River Edge, NJ 
07661) 


DOUGHNUTS-Feel Me Bleed (Victory) 

The Doughnuts have proven that the girls can rock just 
as muchas the guys. (Gee, how enlightened!—AL) Dough- 
nuts’ style of abrasive hardcore with melodic elements 
has established them as one of the underground’s most 
interesting new bands. Although their music might be 
labelled as hardcore, with songs like “Feel Me Bleed,” they 
are sure to captivate a whole new audience. (PO Box 
146546, Chicago, IL 60614) (Zak) 








‘DAS KLOWN 


DOO RAG-What We Do (Dependability) 

Blues Explosion? Nope, this is a for real blues explo- 
sion, taking it back to the backwater, Delta source and ° 
making Mr. Spencer and friends sound like a slick pop 
group. This Tucson duo have studied their scratchy blues 
albums well and offer a primitive, bottleneck and percus- 
sion tandem that has more genuine feeling and nuance 
than a year’s worth of artists playing at House Of Blues. 
Fucked-up, wacked-out and in the most positive manner 
of those terms. (PO Box 207, Tucson, AZ 85702) 


DOWN BY LAW-AII Scratched Up! (Epitaph) 

Punk, punk and more punk. Smalley’s less shy about 
drawing from his influences and own past, especially Dag 
Nasty. The opening chords to “Independence Day” steal 
the opening chords of LaPeste’s “Better Off Dead,” as 
well. Tough, tuneful and running the gamut from poppy 
material to Clash-like reggae to piss-take thrash to fast- 
paced emo. Even a couple of acoustic tracks on the 
double vinyl version, including a cover of The Jam’s 
“Going Underground.” Wistful songwriting that touches on 
the age-old travails associated with coming-of-age and 
getting nostalgic for times gone by, even when those 
times aren't always that pleasant. The vinyl adds six 
songs not on the CD, the CD has one non-LP track, so 
you'll have to get both if you want it all, | guess. A well- 
balanced and energetic effort. (2798 Sunset Bivd., LA, CA 
90026) 


THE DRAG-Satellites Beaming Back At You (Island) 

Aband from South Carolina produced by Mitch Easter. 
What year is this? 1985? No! And this band is from 
Hootie’s home town. You'd think right there that this is 
gonna blow harder than Alanis in a movie theater...BUT it 
does not, thankfully. This band has a lot of really good pop 
qualities and this is their major-label debut so this may 
incite me to say there’s possibly a bright future ahead. 
Uncluttered, no bullshit production from Mr. Easter, which 
is very nice. Veering perilously close to (but never becom- 
ing faux-) Brit-pop, “Eat Your Heart Out” is easily the 
album’s best number, followed by “Sterling” and the 
blistering, psychedelic “Quiet Feel.” Again, notbad—even 
good but hey, lead singer Chance—some friendly advice: 
either get a first or lastname, please. You don’t want to be 
Weiland. (Rob Ross) 


DRAGONS-Pain Killer (Scam-O-Rama) 

| know I’m getting older when | start seeing the sons of 
members of punk bands forming their own bands. In this 
case, the son is Mario Escovedo and his dad, Javier, is 
from the Zeros, The kid’s learned well from pop—rock ‘n 
roll with an energetic spirit, drawing heavily from the Dolls 
and early Replacements, without getting sappy about it. 
There's not any sort of anarchic danger or anything, buta. 
passionate expression of those credible roots. (13454 
Poway Rd., #321, Poway, CA 92064) 


8-BALL SHIFTER-Hanson (Clamarama) 

Hybrid of garage rock primitivism and alittle surf twang. 
8-Ball Shifter have a trash-bash percussive approach and 
reverb effects to give it that lo-down lo-fi flavor and they 
approach their songs with an appealing devil-may-care 
spirit. Real gone! (PO Box 422, Allston, MA 02134) 


EL BAD-Bad Motherfucker (SST) 
GONE-Best Left Unsaid (SST) 
MOJACK-Merchandising Murder (SST) 

Mojack features a quartet lineup for Greg Ginn, with 
bass, drums and sax augmenting his guitar doodling. 
Instrumental funk/fusion developing more of a groove 
than serving as a forum for any sort of singular expression 
from each element. Saxman Tony Atherton doesn’t really 
cut loose at all—Ginn's only sporadically explosive, him- 
self—"Ex-Mental Patient” really forges anything of a ca- 
thartic path. Gone’s latest album is pretty much more of 
the same, minus the sax and adding a percussionist along 
with the drummer. Somewhat faceless jamming, featuring 
a predominant, tribal rhythm and Ginn’s guitar doesn't 
shine as it has in the past. Greg’s power trio gig at the 
Middle East, a couple years back, was great—thundering 
and monstrous-sounding. He hasn’t captured that inten- 
sity on these two albums. A better proposition is El Bad, 
with Ginn, drummer Gregory Moore and vocalist Reece, 
tackling a punky/metallish sound. Still nothing to make 





you forget “Damaged,” but some of the guitar-playing is 
inspired and the arrangements sporadically furious. (PO 
Box 1, Lawndale, CA 90260) 


ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN-Conquers The World 
(Nesak Int’l) 

At this rate, the Frankenstein are going after the J. 
Church/McRackins Prize for prolific releases. The second 
full-length CD in a few months from this New York rock ‘n 
roll machine. All four songs from their two recent Junk 7"s 
are featured, as well as a cover of Naked Raygun’s “Home 
Of The Brave.” Raspy, classic vocals from Steve Miller 
(no, not that Steve Miller and he’s since been replaced by 
ex-Verbal Abuse vocalist Scotty Wilkins, anyway) and 
fired-up, well-worn riffing that, while treading over familiar 
territory, still hits all the right buttons. (21000 Boca Rio 
Road, A-15, Boca Raton, FL 33433) 


ELEVATOR DROPS-Pop Bus (Time Bomb) 

Psychedelic wackiness, with tongue firmly in cheeks, 
for this Boston three-piece. Notas strange as the Flaming 
Lips, with whom they share some similarities, but there’s 
a similar penchant for skewed melodies through an oddly- 
shaped tapestry. “Car” is a big-chord, gloppy hook-an- 
them and they’re not above skewering sacred cows—"Be 
A Lemonhead (Beautiful Junkie)” is both vicious and 
catchy and both the Drop Nineteens (anyone remember 
them) and Human Sexual Response get savaged on 
“Drop 19 (| Wanna Be A),” which is basically a reworking 
of HSR’s “Jackie Onassis.” “Shangrila” goes into dreamier 
territory. The more people they can piss off, the better I'll 
like ‘em and, believe me, there are plenty of ready targets 
in Boston. 


ENKINDEL-Some Assembly Required (Initial) 

After four years and four 7"s, Louisville’s Enkindel 
finally have a full-length. “Some Assembly Required” is 
emotional, yet drawn out to a popular hardcore sound that 
is sure to keep you listening. A combination of Endpoint 
and, possibly, Jawbreaker (at times). (PO Box 251145, W. 
Bloomfield, MI 48325) (Zak) 


EPPERLY (Triple X) 

It's easy to figure where this band is coming from—a 
strong dose of Nirvana and old Replacements and played 
mainly in a subdued, melodic fashion. Which doesn’t 
make for that many electrifying moments on this wildly 
uneven album. “If” and “Pulse” take the high-energy route 
and have a scrappy winningness, but they don’t hit that 
level the rest of time. Only “Disillusioned Jesus” even 
comes close and only the noisy guitar solo really captures 
the imagination, there. Not real happening. (PO Box 
862529, LA, CA 90086) 


EXPLOITED-Beat The Bastards (Triple X) 

The poet laureate of punk rock, Mr. Wattie “Wanker” 
Buchan, is back with a bang, as they say. Vicious, loud, 
fast hardcore blaze, coming on like old Discharge with a 
slight speed metal inflection (or even early Leeway, for 
that matter). Can't understand a lot of what Wattie’s yellin’ 


‘cause the label didn’t send a lyric book but this is too much 
fun to ignore. Thrashin’ it up for “15 Years,” “Fightback,” 
“Law For The Rich” and others and taking the heavy- 
truncheon route for “Serial Killer’ and “If You’re Sad.” No 
surrender, no compromise, just butcher block aggro the 
way ‘ya like it. (PO Box 862529, LA, CA 90086) 


EYEHATEGOD-Dopesick (Century Media) 

Eyehategod really come into their own, here. The 
regurgitation/expurgation, ton-o-bricks-o-pain approach 
is often played-out, but these guys mix the lurching 
heaviness of the Melvins with the spasmatic/psycho- 
metal and hardcore tendencies of COC ca. “Animosity.” 
That’s especially true with Michael Williams’ rabid-animal 
vocals, echoing Mike Dean. The riffs have the Sabbathy 
doom factor, backed up by a thunder-thud drum attack. 
Heavy, brutal and focused in an effective, destructive 
direction. (1453-A 14th St., #324, Santa Monica, CA 
90404) 


FACEPULLER-Unauthorized Volume Dealers (Alt. 
Tentacles) 

Aggressive, blitzkrieg-assault music. In a world where 
punk, metal and industrial forms have all boiled down to 
pat, easy-to-digest genres, where it gets predictable in 
short order, here’s a band touching on elements of all of 
the above and keeping it fresh. At the core, Facepuller 
convey rage and power. Nettled vocals that somewhat 
echo Uncle Al Jourgensen, along with semi-steely ele- 
ments, but “Punk Rock Record” and “Place Of Employ- 
ment” place them firmly in the thrash ‘n destroy camp. 
Fuck that weak, faceless techno-dominated crap. This 
here sweats flesh, blood and passion. (PO Box 419092, 
SF, CA 94141) 


FALLING SICKNESS-Right On Time (Hopeless) 

Frantic punk and ska to speed up your heart rate. The 
ska beats and riffs are more of an ancillary aspect to the 
sound than the dominant factor—this is still very much 
punk rock. Everything’s OK with these guys as long as 
they're drunk or drugged, but they’re not so out of it that 
they don’t know what's really going on: “There’s nothing 
civil about civilization...we’re all goin’ nowhere—that’s 
fine with me/I'm not afraid to stop this class race.” Real- 
ists? Drunk punks? All of the above? Maybe, and these 
thoughts are expressed in joyous fashion, to go along with 
the infectious tunes. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409- 
7495) 


FASTBACKS-Live At The Crocodile (Lance Rock)/ 
New Mansions In Sound (Sub Pop) 

The “Crocodile” disc is a good-sounding live set by this 
underrated punk band. Sweet, angelic harmonies and 
tuneful songs with punchy arrangements. Kurt Bloch’s 
songwriting echoes the poppy punch of the Buzzcocks 
and his leads cleverly snatch from both the Shelley/Diggle 
school and even Brian May’s faux-classicalisms, without 
the bombast or pretentiousness. “New Mansions’ is their 
latest studio album and it continues in the band’s tradition 
of breezy pop melodies fused with punk adrenalin, taking 
a hard rock turn for the cover of Montrose’s “Rocket #5” 
and achieving a winning Beatles/Turtles hybrid for “Is It 
Familiar.” Always enjoyable. By the way, “New Mansions” 
comes with a booklet of modernistic art by their pal Tad 
Hutchison. (Lance Rock: 1223 College Dr., Nanaimo, BC 
V9R 525, CANADA/Sub Pop: POB 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 


FASTBALL-Make Your Mama Proud (Hollywood) 

When punk happenedin the late 70s, it was followed by 
“power pop” and “new wave,” a more accessible, watered- 
down version—sanding off the rough edges, keeping the 
pop elements and with generally loud, ringing guitars and 
harmonies. It was OK, occasionally, but usually lacking 
the energy of the real article. Fastball fall into that realm— 
some catchy songs, a modicum of energy but not a lot of 
sustained, exhilarating power or grit. Coming from more of 
apunk direction than the Knacks or Shoes of the world and 
with an Anglophilic fixation (Beatles, etc...) that doesn’t 
become obnoxious, but it’s still not anything to get ex- 
tremely worked up over. 


FEEDTIME-Billy (AmRep) 
Rick and Al return with a new drummer, after a long 
layoff (like 7 years), and this Aussie trio still like to beat 


their material into a grungy, bloody, bluesy pulp. Primitive, 
single-minded wallop plumbing the dark ‘n dirty backroads 
and Rick’s voice has the leather-parched ambiance to 
make it sound almost scary. Take ‘yer Silverchair and 
shove it up your ass ‘cause Feedtime are back. (2645 1st 
Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


Ff-We’re #1 (Double Deuce) 

Another diverse batch of tunes from the FatFuck-ers. 
A melodic senisiblity that rings through with knowing 
reference points—early Replacements for one— and Ff 
add a punkier push to many of their songs and it’s a strong 
combination. Killer hooks for “Retreat Again” and “Fa- 
mous,” while “Next In Line” and “Little Boy Blue” hammer 
with darker intensity and the latter throws in a power-pop 
chorus for good measure. And just when you think “Santa, 
I'm Falling” is going to take the album in an Attractions 
direction, the full-throttle punk of “S.A.B.P.U.” snaps you 
out of your complacency. An inspiring musical roller- 
coaster ride. (PO Box 515, NY, NY 10159-0515) 


FIFTEEN-Surprise! (Grass) 

Fifteen have always been kind of a middling Bay Area 
punk band and this album is more of the same. They have 
this sort of underdog appeal—strong melodies and a 
punchy guitar sound, if sometimes a little slick (and the 
acoustic “Song #14” is a misfire). “Middle” and a remake 
of “My Friend” are straight to the heart anthems. Got a 
feeling they're better-experienced live. By the way, the 
bandis not happy with Grass’ new major-label distribution 
deal and want people to order the album directly from 
them, so the address follows. (Rebel Alliance Records, 
1235 Cortez Drive, #1, Sunnyvale, CA 94086) 


FIVE SECONDS EXPIRED-Null (Another Planet) 

Null? No, just kind of dull... Hammering heavy stuff 
mixing new-jack hardcore, metal groove, haunting tex- 
tures and crunch. The playing is tight and focused, yet it’s 
still conjuring up visions of a mosh pit filled with karate- 
kicking sweaty guys. | guess | could recommend it to fans 
of the piledrive sound but these guys still don’t come 
across as particularly original. (740 Broadway, NY, NY 
10003) 


FITZ OF DEPRESSION-Swing (K) 

The Fitz are the shit...the Fitz are the shit...the Fitz’are 
the shit...oh, excuse me, got carried away there for a 
minute. This rock ‘n roll machine return with another 
dozen revved-up, cranked-up and butt-kicking songs. As 
always, mixing up punk, garage and hard rock into a hooky 
package. The key is the songwriting, having a knack for 
coming up with something memorable and catchy, while 
also rocking up a storm and the Fitz achieve those ends 
in short order. By the way, only 26 minutes of tunes—! 
wish they'd tacked on some of their gazillion single re- 
leases, but | guess we'll see a compilation of those, some 
day (hint, hint!). (PO Box 7154, Olympia, WA 98507) 


59 TIMES THE PAIN-More Out Of Today (Burning 
Heart) 

What's the singer saying on the first song? Something 
about Cool Whip? Nope, it’s “Stay hardcore with 59.” 
They're also hockey fans, as exemplified by “2min Re- 
maining In The 3rd.” 59 Times The Pain, from Sweden, 
play a potent mix of thrash and mid-tempo crunch, defi- 
nitely leaning more towards the old-school side of things. 
“We're In, Now What?” comes on like classic Poison Idea. 
Been there, done that, but these guys have some fire in 
the engines. (Box 138, 737 21 Fagersta, SWEDEN) 


FLAG OF DEMOCRACY-Hate Rock (Bitzcore) 

Major league baseball has its “comeback player of the 
year” award. Why not rock ‘n roll? | nominate F.O.D., 
releasing their first new album of studio material since 
1990. Hard to believe that this band has been around as 
long as, uh, SV... | remember seeing them in ‘84, with 
Gang Green. Anyway, this Philly trio still bashit out in high- 
velocity, thrash-manic fashion, throwing in an abundance 
of hooks to go along with the rage. Songs like “Souse” and 
“Paranoid” are catchy as fuck, while clubbing your senses. 
“Save The Earth” opts for a thunder-rock heaviness and 
they successfully maul the Go-Gos’ “Head Over Heels.” 
Not many bands play hardcore like this anymore nor as 
well. And, somehow, it doesn’t come off as a quaint relic. 
(PO Box 2344, Upper Darby, PA 19083) 


FLUFFY-Husband (Tim/Kerr, EP) 

Good swarming buzz-pop. Oh-so-detached vocals and 
strong hooks that come off as a cross between Lush and 
Elastica with a tougher edge. Curiosity is piqued. (PO Box 
42423, Portland, OR 97242) 


FLYCATCHER-Pee (Chunk) 

This band has a Cambridge address but | haven't 
noticed ‘em playing out that much—and here they are with 
a pretty good album. This trio mix up scrappy punk, 
“Bleach”-era Nirvana and some pop hookiness into a high 
energy combination. The faster tunes are the ones that 
stick in mind, especially the hard rockin’ “Dog Whistle” and 
“Pissed On.” (c/o Fat Baby Records, PO Box 144, State 
House, Boston, MA 02133) 


FLY TRAP-How You Like Me Now? (Eye 95) 

Traversing the hardcore and metal line. Standard 
aggro, crunch and thrash by this Maryland foursome. Fly 
Trap’s hard-driving approach wouldn't have been out of 
place when the whole “crossover” thing was going on— 
inspired by both camps, but dispensing with any flashy 
excess, instead concentrating on the music's bulldozing 
properties and pretty-much successful at it. (PO Box 
1755, Ocean City, MD 21842) 


FREEZE/BOLLWEEVILS-A Deadly Duo (Dr. Strange, 
EP) 

Ass-kicking punk by both bands. The Freeze start off 
“Looped” with a piano-driven bit that sounds like some- 
thing from a movie soundtrack, before blazing into typi- 
cally high gear. The lyrics express extreme feelings of 
paranoia—tortured mind, throttling sounds. The Bollweevils 
cover the Freeze’s “Trouble If You Hide” and add three 
more full-on songs of their own—one of the country’s best 
punk bands, at this point. (PO Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, 
CA 91701) 


FRENCH (Bear, EP) 

Good pop songs from this NYC band who get some 
help from James of Versus and there are a fewsimilarities. 
Lead track “Bus Girl” is the strongest, with a chiming guitar 
hook and feisty drumming, while “Misanthropy” toughens 
things up somewhat. Another band drawing a little from 
the Pixies for inspiration and some of the songs here are 
quite enjoyable. (JAF Box 444, NY, NY 10116) 


FRODUS-F-Letter (Double Deuce) 

The angst-ridden sound of a soul exploding. Frodus 
punch and lurch their way through intense chordal permu- 
tations. Intricate instrumentation forged with a frazzled 
intensity, expressed most succinctly in the nervous break- 
down vocals howls. Mixing Fugazi’s rhythmic propulsion 
and Drive Like Jehu’s trigger-finger scorch. (PO Box 515, 
NY, NY 10159-0515) 


FUCK-Pretty...Slow (Rhesus/Walt/Esther) 

If you name your band fuck, you'd better live up to it. 
Unfortunately, this album is a case where the packaging 
is better than the music. The CD comes in a box with a 
hand-painted cover and is packaged with a coloring book, 
a couple of pencils, a book of matches, a balloon, a mini- 
rattle and some candy. As for the disc itself, the accompa- 
nying letter even describes it as “sissy music.” Slow, 
lethargic, folky and understated and it gets boring pretty 
quickly. Only “Hide Face” shows much life. Pretty slow is 
right... (1124 Sutter St., SF, CA 94109) 


FU MANCHU-In Search Of... (Mammoth) 

Anyone who spent an adolescence, preferably in the 
70s, listening to the heavy sounds of Sabbath, Grand 
Funk and Blue Cheer will immediately be hit by Fu 
Manchu’s faithfullness to those sounds. That can be a 
double-edged sword—mere tribute? Totally derivative? 
Oh, yeah, but so what. To reduce it to the most basic 
phrase, these guys fuckin’ ROCK! Doing what Monster 
Magnet or St. Vitus did on their early releases one better. 
Sludge riffs, punctuated by wah-wah and acid-pierce 
signals, detached vocals and a thundering bottom end— 
even a stray cowbell! The heaviness is there and so is the 
boogie and when it’s going full-throttle, it’s still a sound to 
move mountains. (101 B Street, Carrboro, NC 27510) 


FUMES-Self-Appointed Guardian Of The Machine 


(Empty) 

Orchestral passages...celestial choirs...ambient 
chanting...you’ll find NONE of those things on the Fumes’ 
latest album. What you WILL find is bash-it-up, smash-it- 
up three chord punk going full-clip and non-stop. Amazing 
how such a simple approach can still work wonders after 
all this time. Even if it looks as though they hired the editor 
of Raygunto design the graphics, that won't cost them too 
many points around here, not with the cranked guitars and 
fast/faster tempo. Thirteen more reasons not to give up on 
rock ‘n roll. (PO Box 12034, Seattle, WA 98102) 


FUZZY-Electric Juices (TAG) 

Pop goo, occasionally on the power-packed side, but 
still a wee bit too slight to hold my attention. Normally, I’m 
a sucker for big hooks—and those come across well for 
“Pop A Dime” and “It Started Today,” both with bright 
guitars and melodies. It's just that there’s an overriding 
slickness, a processed sound most of the time and | like 
my pop music rougher. 


F.Y.P-Toilet Kids Bread (Recess) 

Ragtag, likeable punk rock that doesn't stick to one 
sound. There’s the tuneful buzz of “Audrea Lee,” with nifty 
toy xylophone (?) chiming, the storming rage of “Drown A 
Meter Maid” and their take on Raw Power's “Fuck Author- 
ity” which is one of the best hardcore songs ever, as they 


claim. Vocals are gloriously off-key but the band’s scrappy 


energy is dead on and carries ‘em through. (PO Box 1112, 
Torrance, CA 90505) 


GARGANTA-Souped Up (Satellite) 

Wretched lightweight rock—Veruca Belly? Melissa 
Cross’ girly vocals grate in short order and the band never 
work up any sort of steam in their slightly-skewed uni- 


verse. In layman's terms, it just doesn’t rock. (920 E. 
Colorado, #151, Pasadena, CA 91106) 


GAS HUFFER-The Inhuman Ordeal Of Special Agent 
Gas Huffer (Epitaph) 

More revved-up punk from these Seattle-ites. Though 
definitely not generic Epitaph stuff, some might find this 
too polished—Conrad Uno's production doesn't deviate 
too much from sounding like something out of Westbeach. 
There’s plenty of variety here and Matt Wright's vocals 
command more attention than ever. (2798 Sunset Bivd., 
LA, CA 90026) (Phil Lerman) 


GASOLINE-Driven (Flipside) 

Interesting mix of post-punkish jitter, new wave quirki- 
ness and the fusion-like jaggedness of the Minutemen. 
One vocalist also has the Lydon whine down pretty well. 
Sounds as though they drank massive quantities of coffee 
and headed straight for the studio. Strong instrumental 
interplay and infused with a jarring dynamic tension, also 
taking a more straight-forward punk rock route, on occa- 
sion. (PO Box 60790, Pasadena, CA 91116) 


GIMCRACK-Bad Day Every Day (Stiff Pole) 

Even if life has you down, why not find an outlet for 
those blues? Gimcrack have found a way and it’s playing 
loud punk rock. Super-catchy songs and big ‘ol beefy 
guitar riffs. The vocals are really rough and gruff but made 
up for by the feeling and passion they convey. You canbet 
these guys punch the alarm clock when it goes off in the 
morning. Opening line: “/f / were a drinking man I'd be 
drunk by now/If | were a shooting man you would all be 
dead.” Good thing they've got their instruments to channel 
that aggression. (PO Box 20721, St. Pete, FL 33742) 





GIRLS AGAINST BOYS-House Of GVSB (Touch & Go) 

Strong grooves from Girls Vs. Boys and stronger than 
its predecessor, “Cruise Yourself.” The band has honed 
its sound to a sharp, deliberate mechanism and the steps 
off the beaten path are well-excecuted. Fired-up rock on 
“Crash 17” and “The Kinda Mzk You Like.” “Disco Six Six 
Six” and “Vera Cruz” achieve a funkier vibe, while “Zodiac 
Love Team” is somber and minimal. Scott McCloud’s 
smoke-too-much vocals and Eli Janney’s near falsetto 
provide an intriguing counterpoint. A solid longplayer. 
(POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


GITBOX-Last Night | Dreamed Of Gary, Indiana 
(Brinkman, 10") 

Oddball four-track material and a wide stylistic pallette, 
none of it terribly scintillating. Velvets-inspired rock, an 
organ dirge, folk/country stylings and ambient experimen- 
talism. Half the tracks involve Breaking Circus/Big Trouble 
House guy Phil Harder but there’s a distinct lack of focus. 
Maybe that's the intent. (PO Box 441837, Somerville, MA 
02144) 


GLAZED BABY-Atomic Communists (Red Decibel) 
Better dead than red? There might be a concept at 
work, although it’s hard to tell ‘cause they yell the vocals 
kind of incoherently and there’s so much noise and 
thunder surrounding ‘em that it diverts your attention. 
Claustrophobic, volume-busting bludgeoning—pure wan- 
ton power and getting oppressive after awhile. Is this the 
sound of totalitarianism? One tough listen. Play this too 
loud and you're going to do your eardrums (and speakers) 
some serious damage. Glazed Baby’s most uncompro- 
mising release. (PO Box 577639, Chicago, IL 60657) 


GODHEADSILO-Skyward In Triumph (Sub Pop) 

This power duo add shadings and nuance to their 
previously single-minded assault and are the better for it. 
“ Still, even with the occasional semi-ambient texture or 
rap throwaway (“Skyward In Triumph”), it’s mainly an in- 
your-face, cacophonous approach. The crush-force of 
“Booby Trap” and “Guardians Of The Threshold” have an 
invigorating ferocity. I'd still like to hear what they could do 
with a trigger-finger guitarist. (POB 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 


GOLDFINGER (Mojo/Universal) 

So here we have the band that popped up on MTV 
seemingly out of nowhere—playing a catchy blend of 
punk, pop and ska and not too bad at it. Something seems 
contrived about it, though—vocalist John Feldmann was 
in an awful hard rock band, Electric Love Hogs, about six 
years ago and the cynic in me thinks that Goldfinger could 
be an insta-band, created to cash in on the “punk craze.” 
That's not necessarily the case, so let's give ‘em the 
benefit of the doubt (as | said, I’m just a cynic) but the 
songs are certainly polished and accessible. Covering the 
bases, even throwing in an old-school hardcore rant, “The 
City With Two Faces,” which adds a jazzy bridge and 
takes a poke at trendies (interesting). Not hard to take, 
from a musical standpoint—in fact, pretty damn entertain- 
ing but a grain of salt might make a worthwhile chaser. 


GOOD RIDDANCE-A Comprehensive Guide To Mod- 
erne Rebellion (Fat) 

Good Riddance’s new one has a bit more polish and 
gloss than their debut and the drummer's double-pedal 
kicks (I think) are sometimes too up front but it’s still a 
decent-enough slab of punk rock. Russ’ vocals exude grit 
and passion and they achieve a workable blend of old- 
style Cali thrash and hookiness. “Up And Away” is upbeat 
and infectious, with a stinging guitar signature and strong 
vocal and they add punk cred with a hidden cover of the 
GI's “Hall Of Fame.” I'll evenlet‘em slide for totally stealing 
the riff from UC’s “Screaming For Change” on “A Credit To 
His Gender.” The first album’s still my favorite but, like | 
said, not bad. (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 


GROOVIE GHOULIES-World Contact Day (Lookout) 

Enjoyable poppy punk music from this geeky and 
proud band. No tough-guy stances here. Energetic ditties 
with some 60s pop sounds wrapped up in the three chord 
buzz. Expecting world-changing lyrics? Well, they do 
cover Billy Bragg’s “A New England,” but there are also 
sogns about Bigfoot, spaceships and an island called 
Pogo Pogo. Cool sleeve artwork, by the way. For the 


eternal kid in ‘ya. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 


GROTUS-Mass (London) 

Tough, dense grooves and smart lyrics on this SF 
quartet's second album (the first in three years). Grotus 
incorporate funky elements, some metal and (overused 
term) industrial into their economical sound. No machin- 
ery gone amok—the songs have an almost-organic vibe, 
except for the steely aggro of “Wild Bill.” “Hand To Mouth” 
goes in a bluesier direction, while keeping the rhythmic 
vibe. Tribal percussion adds to “Back In The Day.” Some 
of the more innovative “body music” sounds out there, 
mainly because they maintain a hard-edged undertow. 


GUIDED BY VOICES-Under The Bushes Under The 
Stars (Matador) 

| wish to offer a confession...| slammed these guys in 
'87 for their “Sandbox” album. Times change and now | 
think that GbV are one of the best pop bands outthere. I'M 
NOT BEING A TRENDY LOSER! (Save your cheap 
comments!) The bigger the hype on a band, the more 
suspicious | get and most of the time said skepticism is 
justified. Not this time...Butlet’s digress...GbV went into a 
24 track studio for most of this album, largely eschewing 
the lo-fi angle of recent recordings and the band’s pop 
charms are enhanced, as opposed to glossed-over. The 
knockout punch is delivered for the likes of “The Official 
Ironmen Rally Song,” the Who-ish “Cut-Out Witch,” Toby 
Sprout’s “Atom Eyes” (one of his four songs, here) and the 
sublime, minimal “Look At Them.” It's a matter of drawing 
influence from the music you love—in Bob Pollard and 
co.’s case, classic 60s and early 70s pop—and adding 
your own vision. Superb songwriting is the not-so-com- 
plex key to GbV’s success. (676 Broadway, NY, NY 
10012) 


GUTTERMOUTH-Teri Yakimoto (Nitro) 

Guttermouth remain obnoxious and anti-PC. They 
don’t much care for hippies (‘Trinket Trading, Tick Toting, 
Toothless Tired Tramps”) nor animal rights folks (“Marks 
Ark”). A happy-sounding song, “A Day At The Office,” is 
about death and destruction. This album isn’t quite the 
pure rush of adrenalin as the awe-inspiring “Friendly 
People” and there’s nothing to match “Asshole” as a pure 
anthem but the songs are still fast ‘n loud, adding increas- 
ingly melodic shadings and touches of ska in a few spots. 
The “1-2-3-4” medley has a cool oi spoof, “Up Your Bum” 
and anyone with the cojones to cover “Under The Sea” 
from the “Barney” show has an intriguingly sadistic nature 
to be admired and repulsed by at the same time. Punk 
enough for me. (7071 Warner Ave., F-736, Huntington 
Beach, CA 92647) 


HARD RESISTANCE-It’s All Around (Lost & Found) 

NYHC by way of Belgium—that is to say that this 
Belgian unit have the hard stuff down. Mixing later-period 
Agnostic Front and Killing Time’s bludgeon with a dose of 
pure, unbridled hatred. No missing the point of “Get Off My 
Back’ or “Sad Reality,” which apparently deals with a case 
where a man assaulted or molested a child. Lots of pics 
with sweaty, jostling males and band-members showing 
off theirtatts. Hard as fuck! (Biinteweg 1,30900 Wedemark, 
GERMANY) 


HEADS-Relaxing With (Headhunter/Cargo) 
Psychefuzzblowout time from this UK band. Big riffs 
hammered home with distorted wattage and rockin’ some 
of the time, sometimes getting a little more laid back. A 
definite Detroit-inspired insolence works in their favor. 
“Chipped,” the “Lucifer Sam” ripoff “U 33,” boogie-in’ 
“Woke Up” and epic scree attack of “Coogan’s Bluff” hitthe 
right chords. Fu Manchu and early Monster Magnet have 
more head-messing properties (excuse the pun) for this 
retro approach but these guys are on the right track, 
anyway. (4901-906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117) 


HECKLE-Not Laughing With You (Wingnut) 

Been blasting this one for days, now. Hardcore played 
for keeps with speed, passion and semi-tunefulness. A 
touch of Rancid’s scrappiness mixed with the ragged 
emotionalism of Fuel and these guys stick to a quick- 
paced onslaught that sidesteps anything too poppy or 
overtly melodic. Another album to get you jumping around 
the room. A cover of the Misfits’ “Astro Zombies” is added 
on as a bonus track and worth skipping through the ten 


minute gap for. Killer. (1442A Walnut St., #59, Berkeley, 
CA 94709) 


HELLBENDER-Footprint Of The American Chicken 
(Reservoir) 

Strong second album for NC’s Hellbender, who have 
actually relocated to Portland, OR. Lively, melodic rock 
that brings up the dreaded “e” word but that’s not a bad 
thing if the songs avoid the torturous angst. These guys 
do, at times coming on like a cross between Fuel and early 
Samiam. Stinging adrenalin from “Unwelcome Mat,” 
“Pissant’s Retrospective” and “dumb waiter.” That last 
song, by the way, offers a protest against the death 
penalty from a personalized, non-sloganeering perspec- 
tive and “Tourist Trap” does the same for the Ugly Ameri- 
can syndrome. (PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 
11379-0366) 


HEPCAT-Scientific (BYO/Big Daddy) 

Well, if you’re going to play ska then it’s best to stick to 
the original approach and Hepcat, while occasionally 
more polished than I'd like, do have the rootsy sound that 
harkens back to the early 60s. Straight reggae and latin 
flourishes round out this multiracial big band. And no 
checkerboard clothing in sight. They've got it down, espe- 
cially for the R&B-spiced “Bobby & Joe.” (PO Box 67A64, 
LA, CA 90067) 


H20 (Blackout) 

NYHC is the center of H20’s life and they're not 
ashamed to admit it on this album. Interspersed with 
dialogue from members of Killing Time, Civ, Agnostic 
Front, Madball, Murphy's Law and others, the songs have 
an energetic, upbeat appeal. Eschewing the tough-guy 
stance, H20’s sound harkens back to the melodically- 
tinged hardcore of Gorilla Biscuits. As a bonus, there's a 
god-awful version of the metally “My Love Is Real,” with 
Toby backed by a couple of Sick Of It All guys and Anthony 
from Killing Time’s stirring acapella rendition of “New York 
New York.” Slammin’ it out NY style. (PO Box 1575, NY, 
NY 10009) 


THE HUNGER-Devil Thumbs A Ride (Universal) 

Whenever my old man didn’t like what | was wearing, 
he'd say | looked like | was “straight from hunger.” So, in 
that tradition, The Hunger are straight from hunger. 
Commersh side of the so-called “industrial” spectrum— 
you've got the NIN blips and semi-sinew groove and guitar 
volume. Plus a vocalist who has an uncomfortable 
resemblence to James Hetfield on some cuts. It’s the 
same ‘ol new wave pop shit, updated for the 90s, only with 
louder guitars. Yawn... 


HUTCH-Jack London Hotel (Excursion, EP) 

Mighty fine rock from this Portland four-piece. Surging, 
melodic and emotional, with Bret’s up-all-night vocals and 
spark-emanating gtr/bass/drum interplay. The title track 
and “Thumbcatcher” are speed-driven and breath-taking 
in their warm tunefulness and that element remains for the 
more moderately-paced material. Bonus track “Hondu- 
ras” is a slowly-evolving gem. In the post-hardcore realm 
and doing something interesting with it. (PO Box 20224, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 


IMPALA-Kings Of The Strip (Estrus) 

More land-locked surf, this time from Memphis. Actu- 
ally, Impala’s style lies somewhere between Mancini-style 
exotica and the delivery is quite laid back compared to the 
up-frontness of fellow Tennesseans Los Straitjackets. 
Production is a little fuzzy at times, lending more to the 
album's authenticity and that flaw'is covered up by supe- 
rior playing all around, espeically Justin Thompson's 
tenor sax. Four covers here, but the arrangements vary 
enough to make everything sound fresh and the moody, 


"atmospheric “Night Full Of Sirens” is the perfect way to 


close the album. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 
(Phil Lerman) 


IMPERIAL TEEN-Seasick (Slash/London) 

A long time ago, there was a punk band from Reno 
called the Wrecks and they had a song called “Punk Is An 
Attitude” on the “Not So Quiet” MRR compilation. Anyway, 
Lynn and Jone from the Wrecks (Lynn’s also played in the 
Dicks and Sister Double Happiness) have joined up with 
Faith No More’s Roddy Bottum and guitarist Will Schwartz 


to form Imperial Teen and it’s getting out all their poppier 
jones (oris itjoneses?). Boy/girl harmonies, melodies that 
alternate between jangly and fuzzy and having that indy 
rock ambiance, whatever the fuck that means these days. 
In the Breeders/Nirvana end of the spectrum, though not 
coming across as slavishly derivative. “Water Boy” has 
more of a punk rock flavor. Listenable, if not world- 
changing. 


INCREDIBLE FORCE OF JUNIOR-Let The World Fall 
Apart (Up) 

Perky and jittery...is it the 16 ounces of strong iced 
coffee | just drank or does this band sound like someone 
spiked their Froot Loops? Energized pop songs with 
vocals that occasionally traverse the line of annoyance 
but the band’s instrumental interplay does generate sparks 
and the arrangements are fresh and creatively invigorat- 
ing. (PO Box 21328, Seattle, WA 98111-3328) 


INTEGRITY-Humanity Is The Devil (Victory, EP) 

Integrity probably have a point about humanity...this 
disc features the band’s brutal thrash and metallic hardcore 
sounds, along with some strange forays—a tape of their 
late drummer, Dave Araca, accompanied by otherworldly 
sound effects and Dave’s dad, Frank, reading from the 
booklet that shares the title of the album. The booklet 
deals with how the satanic elements have already taken 
over the earth. His narrative is given the hell and brim- 
stone effects required. An interesting experience. (PO 
Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 


IRIS-After Schoo! Specal (Bubblecore) 

Melodic, quiet/loud indy pop excursions. Iris derive 

their sound from My Bloody Valentine and, to an even 
larger extent, Versus, with the minor-key progressions 
and male/female vocal harmonies. 
Trouble is they don’t have that many 
standout songs and the louder moments 
are kept to something of a minimum. A 
pleasant musical sedative, but not much 
more than that. The bonus track, a 
skewed, volume-soaked instrumental, 
concludes things on a more boisterous 
note, anyway. (250 Milton Rd., Rye, NY 
10580) 


JANE NOEL-Relax Your Penis 

Were serious drugs bein’ dropped in 
the studio? There are definitely expan- 
sive qualities to be found in Jane Noel's 
repetoire. Noisy punk/aggro/experimen- 
tation stretching out for the guitar-shrap- 
nel freeform mania of “The Lord Spoke 
To Me” and “Finale,” while “It Will Work” 
and “New Zip Code” are slightly more, 
uh, conventional in their fast-paced skronk 
blitzkrieg. Crazy, man... (PO Box 921, 
Boston, MA 02103) 


JAWBOX (TAG/Atlantic) 

Polished and diverse but this is an 
album that has slowly grown on me. | 
Jawbox's strength has always been a 
balance between memorable riffs and 
churning aggression and they pull it off 
here with relatively few missteps. “lo- 
dine” veers into slightly mainstream terri- 
tory but it's followed up with the jagged 
slash of “His Only Trade” and “Chinese 
Fork Tie.” and the propulsive rhythmic 
push for “Won't Come Off.” “Spoiler” con- 
nects with powersurge and melodicism 
of earlier material. Refining the approach 
without losing their edge. 














JESUS LIZARD-Shot (Capitol) 

This could be the Lizard’s most acces- 
sible album, if they could ever be consid- 
ered accessible, but it actually works in 
their favor. A broader-based stylistic 
pallette, incorporating subtler nuances. 
For one thing, David Yow enunciates 
clearly, something he hasn't done since 
the Scratch Acid days. Duane Dennison’s 
guitar patterns embrace jazzy and bluesy 


elements (his solo on “Too Bad About The Fire” is pure 
jazzbo) and the rhythm section show restraint and brute 
force for the appropriate circumstance. There’s nothing 
subtle about “Thumbscrews,” though, starting with a ham- 
mering drum signature and slide-guitar pyrotechnics, even 
throwing in a mellow bridge to break up the relentless- 
ness. Plus the revenge fantasies expressed towards 
landlords will resonate with the renters out there. At the 
core, there’s still the creepy/sinister ambiance permeating 
every song and that’s the key to their deadly and devas- 
tating "charm." 


JET BOYS-Radio Thunder (Get Hip, 10") 

Japan’s produced some wild-assed punk rock bands 
the past few years. Jet Boys can stake their claim to being 
one of those brash ‘n rippin’ units with their raw, fast-paced 
freight train mania. Reverent about the hell-raisin’ roots, 
brazen enough to trash “These Boots Are Made For 
Walkin” and dishing up a trebly, awe-inspiring racket. If 
Teengenerate’s your idea of cool, these guys will also ring 
‘yer chimes. Eye-catching cover art by guitarist Assman 
Ono, as well. (PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 15317) 


JIMMIES/WEAKLINGS-The Bittersweet Series, Vol. 1 
(Bittersweet) 

One CD-EP from each band packaged together. The 
Jimmies and The Weaklings are both from Portland, OR 
and each play punk rock in their own way. The Jimmies 
have an enjoyable power-poppy touch, with hintings of the 
Dickies and Ramones, albeit in a highly tuneful frame- 
work. The Weaklings steal the show, though, with a tough, 
snotty-as-fuck pound. Attitude and power merging Detroit 
slash and Thunders swagger and adding gorgeously 
atonal harmonica for “We Blew It.” Loud ‘n spirited. (920 
Broadway, #1403, NY, NY 10010) 
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JIMMY EAT WORLD-Static Prevails (Capitol) 

Talk about a decline in quality from one album to 
another. Jimmy’s first album, released in late '94, was a 
fun effort that effectively straddled the punk and indy pop 
line with strong melodies and a feisty undercurrnet. For 
their major label debut, the production is better but the 
rough edges are largely gone and they stick to a mid- 
tempo, melodic post-hardcor formula without much in the 
way of adrenalin or other riveting properties. Some engag- 
ing riffs here and there and Mark Trombino’s production is 
in-your-face, but this album is still on the somewhat 
disappointing side. 


JOHNNY BRAVO-Then Again, Maybe | Won't (Arista) 

Mainstream Nirvana-be crap (witha rootsier inflection) 
that should not be confused with the cool Boston-area 
punk band of the same name. And that band had to 
change their name because of these bozos. They fit the 
suit alright! 


JOURNEY INTO DARKNESS-Near Death Experience 
(None Of The Above) 

So Sorrow’s Brett Clarin has traded in his death metal 
accoutrements fora synthesizer, huh? Instrumental gothic/ 
doom/pseudo-classical fodder that may have appeal for 
technology-heads, but not this guy who needs to hear 
guitars. The synth-thrash of “Voyage” was moderately 
interesting, | guess. OMD were cool, intheir time, but there 
was a human pop element at work that’s absent, here. 
(2530 Middle Country Rd., Centereach, NY 11720) 


JOYKILLER-Static (Epitaph) 

Not quite the mainline rush of the Joykiller's debut. 
Jack’s still in fine voice and the songs energetically- 
delivered, but there’s more of a flirtation with traditional 
pop structures. A faint 60s California influence filtered 

through punk. The strength of the 
songwriting and playing (how many bands 
have a rockin’ piano player?) lift it above 
the realm of mediocrity, though—espe- 
cially the quick-paced “Nowhere Ever,” 
.“Get Started” and “Hate.” Hold out 'til the 
end and there’s a payoff. (2798 Sunset 
Bivd., LA, CA 90026) 


JUDGE NOTHING-Riveter (Thick) 
Judge Nothing play lively power 
pop with the faint spectre of Cheap Trick 
and the Raspberries hovering over their 
punk/grunge mixture. Not always as riv- 
eting as you'd want but “Make The Whole,” 
“No” and their cover of Badfinger's “No 
Matter What” pack the hooks. Atleast the 
treacle element is non-existent and that 
brightens up their basic loud guitars and 
vocal harmony approach. (1013 W. 
Webster, #7, Chicago, IL 60614) 


JUNE OF 44-Tropics And Meridians 
(Quarterstick) 

Long compositions can often get 
boring and cumbersome but that’s not 
the case in June Of 44’s hands. A bal- 
ance of Slint’s fluid, repetitive arrange- 
ments and the heaviness of Crain—the 
Louisville references are valid ‘cause 
vocalist/guitarist Jeff Mueller logged time 
in Rodan. From the gentle quietude of 























Ht “Lawn Bowler’ to the twist ‘n turn aggro of 
“Anisette,” “Lusitania” and the penultimate 
“Sanctioned In A Birdcage,” jagged ele- 
ments of guitar texture and rumbling bot- 
tom-end create an attention-grabbing 
force. (POB 25342, Chicago, IL 60625) 




















KARATE (Southern) 

This oddly-monickered band plays 
acarefully-constructed, melodic andfrag- 
ile blend of rock. Ebb and flow stuff, 
mainly on the quiet side, with the spo- 
radic powerburst. In the same vicinity as 
Slint or, on occasion, a nebbed-out 
Fugazi, withless angularity and smoother 
vocals than either lan or Guy. Guitar 
"textures weaving arounda steady rhythm. 

















HELLBENDER - “Footprint Of The American Chicken” LP /CD 


Brand new album and best release to date by this gem of a band. A cross 
between old Jawbreaker and Smalley-era Dag Nasty. 


BLACK ARMY JACKET - 


“1996 Demo” Cassette 
NYC grindcore to soothe yer tummy. 
12 totally fuckin’ raging songs. 


C.R. - “Self-titled” 7-inch 


Shaolin Island power-violence. 
Mailorder gets bonus 2-song flexi. 


OTHER COOL SHIT: Silent Maloy - “soa Second” 7-inch, 
Farkcus Affair - “Self-titled” , sex / Milhouse split 7-inch. 


COMING S Spa split.7-inch; “Nothing’s Quiet On The 
astern et Cet ue rsp ioe cote, pomerevic ence comp. 


Demos/7"s: $3ppd ¢ LPs: $6ppd * CDs: $9ppd. Europe, add $2 per item. 
No checks. Cash or m.o.’s to Andrew Orlando. Send stamp for full catalog. 
Reservoir, P.O. Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 11379, phone/fax: 718.326.0012 
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Unfortunately, for the solid playing, there’s a certain lack 
of explosiveness to take it to the next level. (PO Box 
25529, Chicago, IL 60625) 


KILLING JOKE-Democracy (Zoo) 

Killing Joke want to create their own world. Maybe the 
apocalypse isn’t quite upon us as some of this material 
almost sounds joyful Plodding in spots and the grand- 
sweep approach, working ina totality of sound-scope, can 
slip into pretension, but the arrangements at least have 
more immediacy, especially for “Aeon” and the two hard- 
edged rockers that end the album, “Absent Friends” and 
“Another Bloody Election.” Geordie’s full-bodied guitar 
tone conveys warmth and depth and Jaz’s vocals have 
weathered into a tough rasp. Some estimable moments. 


KILLING TIME-Unavoidable (Blackout, EP) 

Four new songs that harken back to the “Brightside” 
album. Thundering mid-tempo hardcore aggression with 
Anthony's bile-filled vocals and meaty, yet accessible 
riffing. Includes a Germs’ medley of “Manimal” and “We 
Must Bleed.” Showin’ the young bucks how it’s done. (PO 
Box 1575, NY, NY 10009) 


KING CAN-Maximum Power Super Loud (Earmark) 

Repeat after me...grunge is dead, grunge is dead, 
grunge is dead. Granted, King Can’s sound is edgier and 
rougher and there's no self-absorbed whining going on. 
The poweris real and unfiltered, butnothing jumps outand 
bites you on the butt. More power-rock by the numbers, 
the latest crew owing a lot to Bleach-era Nirvana. (PO Box 
23620, Minneapolis, MN 55423) 


KISS®-MTV Unplugged™ (Mercury)/You Wanted The 
Best, You Got the Best!! (Mercury) 

I'll admit a fondness for Kiss®, especially their older 
stuff (only the get-a-life diehards would acknowledge 
anything of value post-1979 or so) and it’s cool that Peter 
and Ace have rejoined the band for the big reunion tour. 
As for the two albums here, those two appear on some 
songs here and they perform old chestnuts like “Comin’ 
Home,” “Rock Bottom,” “Nothin’ To Lose” and the durable 
“Do You Love Me” and “Rock And Roll All Night. But I'd 
rather hear the electric versions. As beefy as Gene 
Simmons’ bass sounds and as catchy as the material is, 
llike “the sound of electric guitars.” There’s also the matter 
of about 1/3 of the songs being that garbage of the post- 
1979 variety. A slightly better proposition is “You Wanted,” 
a compendium of tracks from “Alive” and “Alive Il,” along 
with four unreleased live 70s tracks and an interview with 
dweeby Jay Leno. Some songs are played at a sluggish 
tempo but, for pure product, you could do worse—and it'll 
stoke the memories of adolescence. Isn't that what this is 
about (I mean, besides the obvious $$$ factor)? 


KMFDM-XTORT (Wax Trax/TVT) 

KMFDM has the Pigface mode ‘o operation, ‘these 
days—centered around mainman Sascha with a revolv- 
ing cast of characters, including Bill Rieflin, Chris Connelly, 
En Esch, spoken word artist Nicole Blackman and others. 
A diverse stew of metallized-industrial-groove, thrash 
beats, dance trax and the occasional pop flourish. “Apa- 
thy” has a kick-ass guitar/rhythmic: aggro tandem. Dra- 
matic and sinister, although this sort of mechanized mad- 
ness has lost its intrigue for this writer over the last few 
years, (23 E. 4th St., NY, NY 10003) 


KNOCKOUT-Think It’s Time (Dr. Dream) 

Rock-Em-Sock-Em Robots on the cover look cool and 
there’s nothing to fault with Knockout’s uptempo, fast- 
paced punk rock. Frenetic tempos, bright melodies and 
scrappy harmonies. Boogie and rootsy rock influences 
bubble under the surface but it’s still California punk to the 
core. (841 W. Collins Ave., Orange, CA 92667) 


KNOWNOTHING-The Room Where Everything Hap- 
pened At Once (World Domination) 

This album just doesn’t gell as | hoped it would, 
especially after their previous 7". A British band with the 
semi-jarring/drone sound—Tar and Slint come to mind, as 
they blend the brittle ebb and flow with a more focused 
rock drive, best-executed on “Lies And Bad Advice,” 
“Here’s Where | Came In” and “Now.” More songs with that 
level of energy and they could be a real force. 


WAYNE KRAMER-Dangerous Madness (Epitaph) 

As | listen to Wayne’s latest opus, | wonder if I'd even 
bother if not for the MC5 connection or personal affection 
for the man. ‘Cause this is a weak follow-up to “The Hard 
Stuff,” with only a few rockers really hitting the mark. 
Wayne's lyrics are as outspoken as ever, taking a jaun- 
diced view at the fucked-up world we live in but, except for 
“Dangerous Madness” and “The Boys Have Got That 
Look In Their Eyes,” a good percentage of the material is 
bogged down in uninspiring, fairly straightforward rock 
arrangements. There are a few bluesy and funky excur- 
sions and another free jazz narrative (“A Dead Man's 
Vest”) butit’s nothing to get excited over. Wishit kicked out 
the jams a little more. (2798 Sunset Bivd., LA, CA 90026) 


KUSTOMIZED-At The Vanishing Point (Matador) 

Is rock music relevant anymore? Should we be listen- 
ing to those old Martin Denny and Esquivel records, 
instead? | don’t, but the record store employees who 
comprise the membership of Kustomized have owned up 
to such passions. Kustomized keep the big rock sound, 
given a big boost by the addition of Malcolm Travis (ex- 
Sugar/Zulus/Human Sexual Response and one of the the 
city’s best drummers), adding a steady, pounding bottom 
end, but there’s more at work. Surf elements inform the 
instrumental “Handcuffs” and “Harlem Nocturne” and cover 
of The Fireballs’ “Yacky Do.” Cheeseball, ez-listening 
jazzy swing comes in for “The One That Got Away.” 
“Permission” and their cover of Gl’s “Bored To Death” 
provides a three-chord, power rush. “Amy Arrow” sounds 
like the soundtrack for an obscure western. The kitsch 
factor never overwhelms—it’s a subtle aspect and the 
band’s penchant for tough rock stylings is still the main 
focus. (676 Broadway, NY, NY 10012) 


THE LAST-Ginn & Innuendos (SST) 

This band’s critical appeal has long escaped me and 
still does. 60s-inspired pop with a feather-weight impact. 
“Don’t Make No Sound” achieves a “Foxy Lady’-derived 
hard rock flavor but the rest emphasizes texture and 
watered-down melodicism over anything that truly rocks 
in an expansive fashion. Hard to believe that Ed and Naz 
from the Chemical People are in this band’s current 
lineup. Way too restrained. (PO Box 1, Lawndale, CA 
90260) 


LAURELS (Thick/Heparin) 

This Providence band have been releasing thorny, 
inspired sounds for quite a few years and | hadn't been 
paying a lot of attention. That must change... original, 
jarring and quirky sounds with a dynamic, energetic ap- 
proach. Explosive power emerges on “Cut You Down To 
Size,” there’s an almost soulful, blaxploitation funk vibe for 
“TV Whore’ (albeit in the band’s power-trio universe) and 
“Mother” has Pere Ubu elements in a churning frame- 
work—Jeff Toste’s vocal style echoes Mr. Thomas, as 
well. Not the same old thing. (Thick: 1013 Webster, #7, 
Chicago, IL 60614) 


LEE HARVEY OSWALD BAND-Biastronaut (Touch & 
Go) 

Unabashedly in love with 70s glam rock and the Lee 
Harvey Oswald Band add punk drive and bend it into an 
appealing permutation. No irony to Zowie Fenderblast’s 
adoped moniker—Bowie originally named his son Zowie 
and this Zowie definitely pays his tribute. Covering the 
Move’s underrated “Brontosaurus’” is a good thing; doing 
it justice is even more impressive. “Rocket 69” and “The 
Greatest Man Who Ever Walked The Face Of The Earth” 
rock like the Didjits useta. “Madeline Loves The Leeches,” 
meanwhile, successfully takes on a PFurs ambiance. 
Cheesy in a good way. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


LESS THAN JAKE-Losers, Kings And Things We 
Don’t Understand (No Idea) 

Ska-punk and it’s hooky and infectious enough to keep 
itinteresting. There’s a looseness and drive in the rhythm 
section and the horns are sharp, punchy and even a little 
loopy-sounding. There are some straight punk tunes to go 
along with the bluebeat and reggae lilt. There’s also yet 
another cover of Tommy Tutone’s “Jenny.” Enough of 
that, already! Enjoyable. Drawn from various single, EP 
and compilation tracks. (PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 
32604) 


LES THUGS-Strike (Sub Pop) 

| had written these guys off as dead, but here’s the first 
Les Thugs album in about three years. The French band 
continue to ply their buzzing, but nebbed-out combination 
of punk, pop and hard rock. A warm guitar wash, vocals 
that are part of the mix, instead of dominant. “Summer” 
and “Assez” are sense-enveloping mid-tempo stompers, 
“Poison Head” takes a thrashy turn and “Strike” is slowly- 
evolving, almost post-punkish. Albini’s mix is sympathetic 
to the band’s big-sweep soundscope, with a good blend of 
bottom end and guitar swarm. Still one of the best bands 
on Sub Pop andstill underrated. (POB 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 


LIAR-Falls Of Torment (Good Life) 

Liaris a brutal Belgian hardcore/metal band, consisting 
of members of Congress, Wheel Of Progress and Blind- 
fold. What started as a project band has become a 
formidable blend of Slayer, Morbid Angel and Celtic Frost. 
Definitely a force to be reckoned with. (Burg 12, 8820 
Torhout, BELGIUM) (Zak) 


LITTLE JOHN-Derailer (EMI) 

Little John are a Boston band I’ve never heard of and, 
with luck, won’t hear again. Little yawn? No, big yawn. 
Tepid pop with a whiny/annoying vocalist and a watered- 
down, bar-band appropriation of the Nirvana songbook. 
“ve reached my limit,” they sing. Exactly... (Jim Balaya) 


LOCAL H-As Good As Dead (Island) 

Punk rock changed D. Boon's life, according to the 
Minutemen song “History Lesson.” It also changed Kurt 
Cobain’s life. And, even though Local H started in '87, 
somewhere along the line Kurt changed Local H’s lives, 
‘cause this is pretty close to tribute, with the raspy vocals, 
fuzzgrunge guitars and soft/loud pop compositions. Well, 
as far as using an influence and going with it, they manage 
to pull it off somewhat effectively. “High-Fiving MF” is a 
nifty anti-jock anthem with lots of cursing and name- 
calling and big, catchy riffs. The press kit is a mock term 
paper with a grade of B-. That’s about what I'd give this 
duo...good effort, not exceedingly unique, but okay. 


LOOMIS-You’re No TigerIMeow, Meow, Meow (Grass) 

Indy rock forever—Loomis have the yearning emotion- 
alism, minor key guitar chords and melodies and lingering 
feedback necessary to get the job done. Heavier than 
Pavement, less jittery than the Archers, less punk than 
Jawbreaker. Not-bad songcraft and an adequate amount 
of power. Nothing to change the world, mind you, but not 
worthy of slagging, either. 


LORD HIGH FIXERS-Once Upon A Time Called...Right 
Now! (Estrus, EP) 

Preachin’ the blues outta the garage and as noisy and 
feedback-crazed as it can get. If you ever wondered 
where Mudhoney got a lot of their influence (besides Blue 
Cheer), it was from Mike Carroll and Tim Kerr's former 
band, Poison 13 and they were slappin’ out this sorto’ slop 
over a decade ago. The Fixers keep the tradition alive. 
Crazed covers of the Animals’ “Inside Looking Out” and 
The Creation’s “Making Time as well as their own spirited 
originals and one bluesy burner of undetermined origin. 
Blast your ears off! (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 
98227) 


LOS MARUADERS-Every Song We Fuckin’ Know 
(Teen Beat) 

Gone daddy gone... Los Marauders, the pride of lowa 
City, take the lo-fi/minimalist garage aesthetic and apply 
it to rockabilly. With the gravelly vocals of Nobody (that’s 
his name) and musical twitch, twang ‘n snarl, this leaves 
most revivalists in the dust. “Hell Will Come High Water” 
slows it down to a sleaze-bucket crawl. They've captured 
the down ‘n dirty essence, the power from the pelvis and 
the helifire to pay quite well. (PO Box 3265, Arlington, VA 
22203) 


LOUDMOUTHS (New Red Archives) 

“You're a loudmouth baby...I’m gonna beat you up!” 
(The Ramones, 1976). I’d like to hear a version of that 
song by these Loudmouths but, even without it, they've 
got plenty going for ‘em. Two men, two women, all named - 
Loudmouth and boy do they sound nasty. Raw, fast pogo 
punk, garage and thrash, recorded in four-track glory and 











the ambiance is perfect—not too lo-fi and not overpro- 
duced. Most songs clock in between one and two minutes 
and are filled with pissed-off vocal rants and flailing 
instruments. Living up to their name. (PO Box 210501, 
San Francisco, CA 94121) 


LOUDSPEAKER-Re-Vertebrate (Another Planet) 

Loudspeaker keep some of the Lizard-isms but have 
added a bluesy, greasy, southern fried crunch to go with 
the herky-jerky scumrock elements. That element's espe- 
cially true for “Vaporize.” The instrumental “Supermantra,” 
meanwhile, adds organ for an early 70s hard rock effect. 
Matt’s not the greatest singer in the world—he sings like 
someone’s giving him a hotfoot—and that’s this band’s 
primary weak point but Loudspeaker delve into slightly 
different territory with some success. (740 Broadway, NY, 
NY 10003) ; 


LOWERCASE-AIl Destructive Urges Seem So Perfect 
(AmRep) 

Noise and tension for this guitar/drums duo, Lower- 
case exist in a volume-drenched universe, ebbing be- 
tween quiet, somber passages and hammering aggres- 
sion. Sometimes, the compositions drag to the point of 
boredom, as with “Because | Can,” then they turn around 
and nail it with the frontal attack of “Ringbleeder” and the 
skewed, haunting “Deceit.” Getting a fair amount of mile- 
age out of a minimal setup. (2645 1st Ave., S., Minneapo- 
lis, MN 55408) 


LUNGFISH-Sound In Time (Dischord) 

Lungfish seem to have hita rut on their last few records. 
The calling cards remain the same—a hypnotic, repetitive 
and melodic approach that occasionally reaches trance- 
like bliss, especially for the powerful and intense “X-Ray 
The Pharaoh.” On that song, vocalist Daniel Higgs reaches 
a passionate peak and the music builds a dense, deep 
tapestry. The energy level isn’t susatained, though and 
the songs start to sound the same after awhile. Disap- 
pointing. (3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) 


L.U.N.G.S.-Better Class Of Losers (Pavement) 

Straight outta...Florida and central casting. Formerly 
called Collapsing Lungs, this metal/hip-hop/hardcore unit 
achieve a competent musical level with their tough-guy 
grooves. They're angry, pissed-off and irritated (or is it 
“aggrovated” (sic) at everyone and everything. But | look 
at the photo and see lots of snarls, wallet chains and 
tattoos. They fit a mold and a cartoonish one, at that, no 
matter how “real” or genuine their backgroundis. It’s about 
machismo, feeding on “aggression and hatred,” as their 
press release puts it. Yeah, fine, have a good life... (2123 
S. Priest Dr., #206, Tempe, AZ 85282) 


MADBALL-Demonstrating My Style (Roadrunner)/Ball 
Of Destruction (Century Media) 

Madball’s new album favors the hard ‘n heavy sound, 
with occasional nods to old-school NYHC and it's a 
credible assault. Freddy's vocals are tougher than ever 
and the riffs stake out equally tough territory. Echoes of 
the Cro-Mags and Sick Of It All can be heard in the band’s 
lean, non-excessive songs. Doing it about as well as 
anyone. “Ball Of Destruction” is a reissue of their impos- 
sible-to-find debut7" with a live radio broadcast tacked on. 
With a lineup comprised of Agnostic Front members, this 
is pure hit and run thrash craziness, delving into heavier 
territory for some of the live cuts. A dose of the new and 
old school for each respective disc. (Roadrunner: 536 
Broadway, 4th Floor, New York, NY 10012/Century: 1453- 
A 14th St., #324, Santa Monica, CA 90404) 


MAD DADDYS-Get Yer Ta Ta’s Out! (Flipside) 

Bluesy garage slop with a frog-mouthed basso vocalist 
(with the superb monkier Stinky Sonobuoni) and recorded 
live. The Mad Daddys date back over a decade and their 
old bass player, Slim Chance, nowplays with The Cramps. 
The Daddys share a similar love for the basic, raunchy 
elements of rock ‘n roll. When they pick up the tempo, as 
with “Cool Spool” or “Swing Daddy Swing,” things get 
more interesting. They also have a tendency to drag it out 
to the point of tedium and lapses into lethargy necessitate 
some track-skipping. I’d probably like it more if | was more 
drunk. (PO Box 60790, Pasadena, CA 91116) 


MAD PARADE-Crawl (Lost & Found) 


It's not often that a band gets back together and makes 
an album as good as their early work. It’s even more rare 
for them to make an album that exceeds that work and 
Mad Parade have done that. The band’s melodic ap- 
proach is still present but there’s an increased surge of 
power and drive, especially compared to their first album 
after they re-formed (“Jigsaw Reality”). Wide-sweeping 
adrenalin for the likes of “Holocaustic Eyes,” “Assassina- 
tion Love Affair’ and the title track. Produced by Juan 
Crocier (is it one of the guys from Ratt!?) and it brings out 
the full array of tunefulness and thunder. (Bunteweg 1, 
30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


MAGNAPOP-Rubbing Doesn't Help (Priority) 

After 1994’s stunning “Hot Boxing,” Magnapop, that 
wonderful quartet from Georgia, are back again with 
another guitar-driven effort that proves | was right in 
saying this was a band that had potential and “Rubbing” 
shows more than a glimmer of what is yet to come. 
Produced by punk-era vet Zeni Gena, this satisfying LP 
gives Magnapop a tougher yet fuller sound and also 
marks guitarist Ruthie Morris’ debut as a lead vocalist on 
the poignantly powerful “Hold You Down.” Other eye- 
opening standout cuts are “| Don’t Care” and “My Best 
Friend.” Once again, Magnapop pleases the ears. (PO 
Box 2590, LA, CA 90078) (Rob Ross) 


THE MAKE-UP-Destination: LoveeLive! At Cold Rice 
(Dischord) 

What goes on in lan Svenonius’ mind? lan and two of 
his ex-Ulysses’ compatriots have joined up with bassist 
Michelle Mae to foist their latest musical vision/lark. Part 
JB and Prince soul, garage rock, Fall-ish angularity and 
religious revival, the Make-Up defy conventionality and 
make some entertaining sounds. There’s a sort of novelty/ 
tossaway aspect to all of it that probably won't bear up to 
repeated listenings and one wonders just how deeply 
lan’s tongue reaches into his cheek. Creative, anyway. 
(3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) 


MALEVOLENT CREATION-Joe Black (Pavement) 

Odds ‘n sods from the Florida death/thrash metal band. 
Three outtakes from '95 that follow the typical loud/fast 
route, as do early demo cuts. Their cover of Slayer's 
“Reign In Blood” won’t make you forget the original. More 
interesting are the remixes of three songs, adding a 
doomy, quasi-industrial flavor and distinguishing itself 
from the other material. Dancing to song called “To Kill” or 
“Tasteful Agony” (which samples one ofits beats from Led 
Zep)? Not beyond the realm of possibility. (2123 S. Priest 
Dr., #206, Tempe, AZ 85282) 


MAN DINGO-Badtouchbecca (Dr. Strange, 10") 
A remake of their’93 album and, unfortunately, kind of 
on the tepid side. Pop and punk with a garage rock tinge 
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but not having the authoritative crunch or power to com- 
pletely get it across. Their “Ifive” album was better. (PO 
Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, CA 91701) 


MAN OR ASTRO-MAN?-Experiment Zero (Touch & 
Go) ; 

Bands can have all the clever gimmicks in the world but 
if you don’t have the musical goods to back it up, who gives 
a shit, right? Well, Man Or Astro-Man say they’re from 
outer space, they claim they've made recordings in the 
21stCentury that would kill humans if they listened to them 
and samples from sci-fi films are part of the mix. They're 
also one of the most-rockin’ instrumental bands in this 
universe or any other. A full-bodied guitar sound anchors 
the unit's catchy, surf-drenched material. They rock, they 
swing and breathe new life an overdone genre. And who'd 
ever believe a Talking Heads cover (“Television Man”) 
could actually burn with riveting energy? Set the controls 
for the heart of your stereo. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 
60625) 


J MASCIS-Martin And Me (Reprise) 

The solo Mascis, the acoustic Mascis, the naked 
Mascis. Just as nekkid as the person on that long dis- 
tance, rear-view shot on the cover (is it the man himself?). 
J's frayed vocals and rough-hewn guitar playing make it 
more interesting than the typical “unplugged” fodder. His 
song-writing has always evoked a vulnerablity to go with 
the pop songcraft but it's been covered by a wall of 
feedback. While just listening to a guy and a guitar for an 
extended period of time can be a chore, he does effec- 
tively refashion Dinosaur material and adds covers of the 
Smiths’ “Boy With The Thorn In His Side,” Greg Sage’s 
“On The Run,” Carly Simon’s “Anticipation” (not a good 
idea) and Skynyrd’s “Every Mother's Son.” Probably more 
for Dinosaur devotees than anyone else but better than 
expected. 


MCRACKINS-Short And Sweet (Shredder, 10") 

Anyone had their fill of the McRackins yet? Not me...8 
new songs, with a rougher sound but not skimping on the 
hooks or melodies. Egg-xeptional punk rock (0000, what 
a bad pun!) Includes their happy-sounding ode to Mickey 
and Mallory from “Natural Born Killers” and one side of the 
cover parodies that film. (75 Plum Lane, #3, San Rafael, 
CA 94901) 


ME FIRST-Teenage Flatsy (Broken Rekids, EP) 
Fuzzy pop tunes with buzz-psych guitars and chirpy 
vocals that get a little flesh-gnawing after awhile. In a 
similar vein as Beatnik Termites, with a dose of childlike 
whimsy thrown in. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146-0402) 


MEICES-Dirty Bird (London) 

Disappointing third album for this SF three-piece, after 
having a good previous track record. The Meices have 
smoothed off the rough edges, added horns and strings in 
spots (though the strings on “Monday Mood” have a 
Cheap Trick/"Dream Police” sourness) and, while the 
lyrics often exhibit a sharp wit, the arrangements don't 
have the same sharpness. “Hold It” and “Wings” have the 
fire of old, but they've gone in a poppier direction and lost 
the devil-may-care spirit of their best work. 


MELVINS-Stag (Atlantic/Mammoth) 

People weren't kidding when they told me this is a weird 
album. Notas wacked-outas the throwaway “Prick” album 
but definitely stretching the Melvins’ parameters. Heavy 
rock thunder does rear its bomb-drop head for “The Bit,” 
“Buck Owens” and the boogified tandem of “Captain 
Pungent” and “Berthas.” “Bar-X-The Rocking M” takes a 
soulful route, with some kick-ass trombone playing, while 
“Black Bock” has a laid-back 70s vibe and “Goggles” 
features a painfully-distorted vision of their standard blud- 
geon. There are odd instrumental transition passages, as 
well. Not always successful but at least they don’t keep 
regurgitating a formula. 


MESSED UP-Total Control (H.G. Fact, EP) 
Feedback-drenched hardcore, coming on like early 
Disorder. A scampering drum attack, throat-rip vocals and 
distorted guitar and bass. Played with no-holds-barred 
abandon and confrontational authority. (401 Hongo-M, 2- 
36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


MICKEY FINN (Sister) 

A noisy Minneapolis trio that isn’t on AmRep and, 
unfortunately, a not-too-great followup to their decent first 
album. While the music is challenging and aggressive, it 
sort of bobs and weaves instead of taking the direct route. 
Not many strong tunes emerging and that’s the crucial 
element—it needs some sort of hook to work. Janitor Joe, 
with whom Mickey Finn share some stylistic similarities, 
often rammed home a catchy tag-line to go with the skull 
bash. The vocals, from both Dana Cochrane and John 
Pucci, tend to grate and detract, as well. Not as good as 
| wanted it to be. (4100 Nicollet Ave. S., Minneapolis, MN 
55409) 


MILHOUSE-Modern Problems, Old Fashioned Solu- 
tions & Classic Mistakes (WreckAge, EP) 

The nightmarish creepy-crawl still lives—Artie’s soul- 
scream vocals a good match for Milhouse’s muscular, 
unexpectedly fluid musical barrage. A mesh of Born 
Against’s intensity and early Die Kreuzen haunt-riffs and 
staking out original territory. (PO Box 263, NY, NY 10012) 


MILK-So Many Dynamos (Spanish Fly) 

This is Milk’s pop move—er, in a way. The skewed 
qualities and nervousness of past releases has been 
tempered and submerged into a gentle melodic bed. Has 
that droning, haunting ambiance and it works well on the 
Dinosaur/Swervedriver hybrid of “You Must Be Saved.” 
Languid, but not lethargic and quite pleasant, especially 
after a tough day. (2217 Nicollet Ave. South, Minneapolis, 
MN 55404) 


MILLENCOLIN-Life On A Plate (Epitaph) 

So the fast, melodic punk sound is taking over Eu- 
rope—in this case, Sweden’s Millencolin. Uptempo songs 
mixing speed, harmonies, twin guitar riffing and ska ar- 
rangements on some songs. Nothing to fault and, also, 
nothing all that distinctive about it. Millencolin stay in the 
middle, with neither compelling ferocity 
nor lapsing into anything too saccharine. 
A cross-section of NOFX, Bad Religion 
and Pennywise, to name some obvious 
influences. One of those records | don't 
feel strongly about, one way or the other, 
except that | don’t get a violent urge to 
shutit off oranything. (2798 Sunset Bivd., 
LA, CA 90026) 


MINERAL-The Power Of Failing 
(Crank!) 

Ahh, they're not really failing here. 
Dragging it out, perhaps. Volume-en- 
hanced pop ache with yearning vocals 
and a good two guitar gnash. Big hooks 
and burning intensity, although they tend 
to stick too much to a slower tempo. Like 
Archers Of Loaf without the caffeine OD. 
The sense-envelope effect is rather nice, 
actually. (1223 Wilshire Blivd., #173, 
Santa Monica, CA 90403) 


MIRIAMPLACE-Get In The Sulky 
(Panic/Helter Skelter) 

Dag Nasty-ish punk for these Italianos. 
Bright guitars and bass, surging melo- 
dies that also takes a page from the 
current SoCal crop, but with slightly more 
of a hardcore than pop kick. Maintaining 
a lively energy level throughout. (Via 
degli Ausoni, 84, 00185 Roma, ITALY) 


MITSOOBISHY JACKSON-Nougat In 
Koblenz (Brinkman) 

The eclectic principle at work, although 
you'll still be thinking Pavement and Beck 
at different points. Gentle pop, semi- 
abrasive experimentation and one pump- 
ing, catchy fuzzed-out tune in “Nougat 
#1: Ocean,” and the ocean they're refer- 
ring to is an “ocean of drugs”! I’m sure 
that’s the catalyst for some of the genre- 
hopping here. Has its moments. (PO Box 
441837, Somerville, MA 02144) 


M.O.D.-Dictated Aggression 


(Megaforce) 

Billy Milano’s conservatism is as tired as the rehashed 
metal/thrash riffs, here. OK, musically, it’s a throwback to 
the crossover era and beats the piss out of death metal but 
Milano’s viewpoints are about as enlightened as talk radio 
callers’. “In My Shoes” states “/’m sick to death of liberal 
views/the liberal fools are fucking you to (sic)” then goes 
onto state “there’s no one here to fight for my rights.” What 
about the Repulikkkan party, Billy? They seem to be on 
your side. And you can have ‘em. Have to admit, though, 
the revenge fantasy of a murderous worker on “Just Got 
Fired” offers a creative way to fight back at downsizing! 
(Futurist, 285 W. Broadway, #300, NY, NY 10013) 


MODEST MOUSE-This Is A Long Drive For Someone 
With Nothing To Think About (Up) 

A double-length album for a debut? Kind of immodest 
ifyouaskme and some judicious editing would have made 
a better single-length. Restrained melodies and a few 
twists along the way—in fact, by the time they reach the 
new wave dance-beat/guitar siren combo for “Tundra/ 
Desert,” the momentum turns around. “Exit Does Not 
Exist” increases the volume and “Talking Shit About A 
Pretty Sunset” is a credible Flaming Lips rip. Somewhere 
between the FILips and Pavement's lethargy and occa- 
sionally rewarding. (PO Box 21328, Seattle, WA 98111- 
3328) 


MOOG COOKBOOK (Restless) 

The fact that this thoroughly awful idea has been done 
before (whoops, no one would remember “Grunge Lite” 
would they?) only makes matters worse. Synth pop instro 
versions of somebody’s “favorites” by the likes of 
Soundgarden, Green Day, Weezer et al. These guys’ 
resume has an album of Beatles’ songs done the same 
way. Who gives a fuck? The Beatles were never alterna- 
tive. Not in anyone's mind. At least “Rockin’ [n The Free 
World” doesn't sound as sacriligeous as it should. (1616 
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Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood, CA 90028-6420) (Phil 
Lerman) 


MOONSHAKE-Dirty & Diving (C/Z) 

Groove disco/dub with fey vocals. Elements of early 
PIL and Eno pop up in the mix, but with an uninteresting 
dance emphasis and none of the power of the former or 
pop charm ofthe latter. Admittedly, there’s some creativity 
to be found as the approach is organic, as opposed to 
mechanized. (4756 U. Village PI. NE, #469, Seattle, WA 
98105) 


BOB MOULD (Ryko) 

Bob's latest solo effort (a completely solo effort, this 
time) maintains his pop song emphasis, though without as 
much of the buzz-sweep of Sugar or his other band whose 
name, uh, escapes me right now. After having had, 
Malcolm Travis, one of rock’s better drummers, the mainly 
mechanized rhythms aren't always a satisfactory replace- 
ment but he nails the hookometer for “Egoverride,” “Art 
Crisis” and “| Hate Alternative Rock.” “Roll Over And Die” 
is haunting and pensive, while “Hair Stew’ is minimal and 
seething, with a dentist-drill guitar passage added to 
potent effect. Hit and miss but the songwriting is as sharp 
as it ever was, offering a personalized glimpse into the 
trials and turmoils of the enigmatic Mr. Mould. (Shetland 
Park, 27 Congress St., Salem, MA 01970) 


MOUTHPIECE-Face Tomorrow (New Age, EP) 

Power-packed hardcore, as usual—dramatic riffs, mix- 
ing up slow and fast tempos. “Face Tomorrow” explodes 
out of the gates like an old-school classic, while “Left Of 
You” is brooding and edgy. Big chord stuff. (PO Box 5213, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 


MURPHY’S LAW-Dedicated (Another Planet) 

Murphy’s Law haven't been this good in years—in fact, 
“Dedicated” is probably their best album. A full-on punk 
rock beast with loud, catchy songs. 
Jimmy’s still sticking his finger in the air at 
the world and, with Todd Youth back in 
the fold and Danny Rey producing, the 
songs have basic, timeless rock ‘n roll 
feel. “What Will The Neighbors Think”? 
Jimmy don't give a flying fuck. The forced 
humor is gone and Murphy’s Law have 
gone back to being a band instead of a 
novelty act. Only regret: on the short side 
at 23 minutes. (740 Broadway, NY, NY 
10003) 


Auus'] :0}04g 


MUZZLE-Betty Pickup (Reprise/Ki- 
netic) 

What used to be indy label rock 
has become major label rock. Or, to 
qualify slightly, they've cleaned it up for 
wider consumption. Muzzle’s guitar-ori- 
ented pop is listenable, | guess. The 
band’s songs favor amped-up guitars, 
sweet harmonies and big hooks but the 
response is still a big “so what?” 


NADA SURF-Karmic (No. 6, EP) 

Rockin’ three piece out of NYC 
playing tight, energetic pop tunes. Nada 
Surf create a melodic swirl then add a 
driving emphasis punctuated by spirited 
drumming and guitar slash. “Telescope” 
and “Nothing” burn with hooks and power. 
(PO Box 5037, NY, NY 10185) 


NAKED AGGRESSION-March March 
Alive (Mighty) 

Recorded live at Gilman Street 
anda solid career retro-to-date. Slashing 
punk mixing thrash and Subhumans/Peni 
buzz on occasion and Kirsten's vocals 
soar authoritatively, even if her voice 
sometimes edges into overkill territory. 
Smart, leftist lyrics, as well. (PO Box 
1833, LA, CA 90078) 


NEUROSIS-Through Silver And Blood 
(Relapse) 
Bloated, pretentious and oppres- 
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sive rock that takes this band over the edge, so to speak. 
Sure, there’s drama and a foreboding ambiance but this 
is the antithesis of the band’s scrappy hardcore roots. 
Hammering away at a motif beyond the point of numb- 
ness. The soundtrack to a nightmare or a depiction of hell, 
| suppose. (PO Box 251, Millersville, PA 17551) 


NERVOUS CHRISTIANS-Revenge Is A Dish Best 
Served Cold (National Dust) 

Righteous, raucous punk ROCK and I’m not talkin’ 
about the pop-core variety. The Nervous Christians get 
their inspiration from the scrappy Dee-troit sounds of the 
Stooges and Radio Birdman (Aussies, yes, but their 
guitarist was a Michigan native) and a little Dead Boys, as 
well. Insolent guitar whipsnap and gruff, dry-heave vocals 
from Dan Eklof. Add a solid dose of speedy adrenalin and 
jaundiced lyrics dealing with life’s triumphs and travails 
and it’s one kick-ass effort. ($8 ppd to PO Box 2454, 
Portland, OR 97208) 


NEW CHRISTS-Woe Betide (Lance Rock, 10") 

The second release since this Aussie band’s 
teformeation. Vocalist Rob Younger was, of course, inthe 
legendary Radio Birdman and the Christs, while playing in 
a slightly poppier and polished vein, occasionally exhibit 
the Detroit spark that informed Younger's first band. “Woe 
Betide” and the garagey “No Love Again Today” get the 
job done. The rest is hit and miss. (1223 College Drive, 
Nanaimo, BC, CANADA V9R 5Z5) 


NINES-Hi Fi Lo Mein (Clamarama, EP) 

The Nines apparently share my passion for Chinese 
food—their record release party was at a Chinese restau- 
rant and they thank Weylu’s on the liner notes which, as 
anyone knows, is probably the best Chinese restaurant in 
the area. They also have a passion for sixties pop and 
rock—that was also apparent in Evan Shore and Dave 
Harrison's previous band, Voodoo Dolls and, while some 
of the arrangements here are somewhat polished and a 
little short on reckless garage spirit, they still wield the 
hooks with ease. “My Baby Loves To Cry” is a convincing 
rocker. (PO Box 422, Allston, MA 02134) 


NINETY POUND WUSS (Tooth & Nail) 

Itmustbe nice to have all the answers to life’s problems 
wrapped up in one package or being—for Ninety Pound 
Wuss, it’s Jesus Christ. But, I’m sorry, | don’t think simple 
faith in something, be it a poltician or a form of music or a 
holy being which may or may not exist, is the way to go 
through life. That could seem contradictory because, let's 
face it, punk and hardcore music has certainly shaped my 
way of thinking and looking at the world, hopefully for the 
better. But it boils down to having faith in yourself. You 
have to have responsibility, as one of the songs here 
states, but that means working things out for yourself, 
rationally, without any alleged “divine” intervention. As for 
Ninety Pound Wuss, it’s the standard, sped-up hardcore 
which sounds fine, at face value, until you get to the anti- 
abortion lyrics for “Something Must Break” and incessant 
bleating for accepting Christ as the solution. Christianity 
and religion, in general, has too much baggage and a 
history of persecution, intolerance and warmongering to 
make me wantto have anything to do with it. Especially in 
the punk scene. (PO Box 12698, Seattle, WA 98111) 


NOBODYS-Short Songs For Short Attention Spans 
(Hopeless) 

The Nobodys sure live up to the short songs end of 
things, cranking out 21 of ‘em in under a half hour. Ranty, 
ratty punk rock with a leather jacket heart and with an 
infectious, ragtag looseness. Co-produced by Joe Queer, 
who lends his tonsils to two of the songs and the Nobodys 
follow the loud/fast aesthetic to scabrous near-perfection 
and the fact that they have a smart-assed outlook is 
another plus. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 


NO FUN AT ALL-Out Of Bounds (Burning Heart) 

Fast, melodic hardcore with all the usual trappings— 
bright guitars, tight execution, non-gruff vocals and plenty 
of hooks. Unless you looked closely at the Swedish 
names or label, you'd think this was another Fat or Epitaph 
release. Lyrics are mainly of a personal nature, although 
a bit vague in intent. No fun? On the contrary, these guys 
produce some enjoyable sounds. (Box 441, S-701 48 
Orebro, SWEDEN) 






OBLIVIANS-Popular Favorites (Crypt) 

Crazy-ass damaged blues/garage stomp-slop, again, 
and even better than their last Crypt full-length. “The 
Leather” takes on a V-8/vacuum cleaner fuzz assault 
while “Do The Milkshake” shakes it up with a reverbotwang 
onslaught. Two guitars and a drumset shared among the 
three Oblivian boys and raising a primal ruckus that paves 
a glory-road to the warm place below. (1409 W. Magnolia, 
Burbank, CA 91506) 


OMAHA-Accident (Doghouse) 

Omaha may be a city in Nebraska but these guys are 
nowhere near from that area. Being from Ohio, Omaha 
definitely add to the variety by expanding the state’s 
musical spectrum with a distinctive tinge of what they call 
“post-hardcore.” And why not, as they've been around for 
some time under a different name, Colossus Of The Fall 
and, before that, Majority Of One. (PO Box 8946, Toledo, 
OH 43623) (Zak) 


O-MATIC-Dog Years (Grass) 

Ex-Brainiac guitarist Michelle Bodine changes direc- 
tions with this new band (she also handles most of the 
vocals). Fired-up, hard-rockin’ punk gnash with an edgy 
undertow and Michelle’s oh-so-bored, fuck-you vocals. 
Catchy riffs without giving into the pop narcotic. Pounding 
aggro, but done in a fresh, riveting manner. 


OLYMPIC DEATH SQUAD-Blue (Teen Beat) 

Mark Robinson (Unrest/Air Miami) does the solo thing. 
A minimalist pop excursion, with some nods to early 80s 
new wave stalwarts like Bauhaus and Joy Division. Mark 
has a way with a hook, bringing them out of the simplest 
melody lines. “Shortsleeve” is an inspired fuzz guitar 
driven pop thrill, while “This Is Riot Gear” exposes those 
aforementioned post-punkish roots. Some of Robinson's 
better work. (PO Box 3265, Arlington, VA 22203) 


ONE HIT WONDER-Clusterphukatuff (Lethal) 

These guys had a fairly mediocre EP on Sony awhile 
back. This album, culled from single and demo tracks and 
also adding five live songs, fare a little better. Crunchy 
pop hooks and punk adrenalin, even if Dan Root’s vocals 
get overwrought on occasion. Members of Tender Fury, 
Buglamp, Pennywise, Final Conflict and a few others, so 
there’s some authenticity to the band’s roots (which I'd 
questioned in my review of the last EP) yet something 
holds me back from completely embracing it. Some non- 
savory LA Strip rock influences seem lurking just below 
the surface. (PO Box 5481, Fullerton, CA 92635) 


OPPOSITION-Better Days & Bad Advice (Push Pull) 


These guys got really good. Powerful hardcore that 
sidesteps the bogged-down angst for a dose of unfettered 
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rage. You can hear the faint spectre of Swiz on "Dead To 
The World" and there are other semi-accessible elements 
but Opposition stick mainly to a throttling approach and 
prove that hardcore is still very much alive and carving out 
new territory. (PO Box 471, Allston, MA 02134) 


OTIS-Electric Landlady (Cherry Disc) 

Angrierand darker than the typical Seattle slew—living 
in Boston will do that to ‘ya—bad drivers, long winters, 
high rents and everything. So Otis have a bone to pick with 
the world. Hard, heavy metallo-rock with a ferocious 
groove. There are also a few more similarities to Tool and 
Alice In Chains, this time, although Otis are harder and 
nastier than either of those bands. Besides, I'm drawn to 
any song titled “Jesus Christ: Snuff Film Star.” That song 
culminates in a speed/power barrage. Payoff delivered. 
(PO Box 990424, Boston, MA 02199) 


OVARIAN TROLLEY-Bullseye (Broken) 

There’s no delicate way to put this—"Bullseye” is a truly 
awful album. Overwrought vocals from Jennifer and Laurie 
Hall, with offkey, pain-induced harmonizing. Musically, 
slightly more intriguing, with a tension-filled rhythmic 
thrust and dynamism, but not even close to enough to 
overcome the misery and suffering brought on by the 
vocal performances. Agonizing. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 
94146-0402) 


PAINSTAKE-Consecrate (Uprising) 

Apocalyptic hardcore in the vein of Bloodlet and Integ- 
rity from this Denver band. Harsh and seratchy vocals 
combine with crunchy guitar to make them a force to be 
reckoned with. Painstake also appear on the “Cermony Of 
Fire” compilation. (PO Box 490, Laguna Beach, CA 92652) 
(Zak) 


PALACE MUSIC-Arise Therefore (Drag City) 

A very sparse, meloncholy LP of Will Oldham’s Neil 
Young-through-Daniel Johnston vocals showcasing iso- 
lation and sadness. Nothing more than a guitar and/or a 
piano are played, rhythm beats are provided by nothing 
more than a minimal drum machine. Perfect for those 
Sunday mornings after the relationship has just collpased 
and you're still hung over from “celebrating” the night 
before... (PO Box 476867, Chicago, IL 60647) (Scott 
Munroe) 


PANSY DIVISION-Wish I'd Taken Pictures (Lookout) 

On The Pansies ' latest, lots of their patented pop songs 
and a few other twists—the distorted semi-heaviness for 
“Expiration Date,” the tougher punk snarl of “Sidewalk 
Sale” and “Horny In The Morning.” Give and take in 
relationships is a universal concern, no matter the orien- 
tation and Pansy Division approach them with good- 
natured wit and the musical goods to back it up. “Pee Shy” 
sheds light on a certain problem most men would be 
uncomfortable talking about, so kudos to the Pansies for 
bringing it out of the closet (or is it water closet?), so to 
speak. Enough lame jokes—a bit lightweight, in spots, but 
enjoyable, as always. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 
94701) 


PANTERA-The Great Southern Trendkill (EastWest) 

DIY spirit? On a major label? Oh the contradictions. 
Anyway, Pantera’s latest starts with the near death-metal 
bludgeon of the title track (along with guest screams from 
Seth of A.C.) and keeps up the intensity throughout. While 
there’s a ballad or two, it’s mainly the typical mix of thrash, 
heavy crunch and sputtering leads from Darrell and Phil 
Anselmo’s bellicose, agitated vocals. Pure hatred against 
anything in his path, summed up on “War Nerve”: “Fuck 
the world, for all it’s worth, fuck every inch of Planet Earth, 
fuck myself, don’t leave me out...” There’s a certain 
element of cartoonish rebel pose inherent—the same 
could be stated for a lot of metal or punk bands, for that 
matter. Anger, rage and rebellion packaged for the mainly 
working and lower middle class white males who buy 
Pantera albums and go to their shows, who know the 
future's fucked—especially for them so, who knows, maybe 
there’s something understandable about it all. Anyway, 
“Trendkill” has a more-than-adequate amount of ferocity 
but “Vulgar Display” remains their most convincing tour- 
de-force. 
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Straight-edge parochialism brought to you by Karl and 
Kris from Earth Crisis, along with five other pals (Karl, Kris 
and DJ Rose trade off on the vocals). Thrash bludgeon 
mixed with the heavier stuff and effective, on a musical 
level, although the black/white puritanism doesn't seem 
all that, uh, constructive. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 
60614) 


PEACEFUL MEADOWS-Maximum Party! (Allied) 

Another addition to the melodic punk universe, but 
Peaceful Meadows add a surging, heart-quickening rush 
and blistering guitars to go along with the sharp lyrical 
content. “Blue Song,” about the age-old dilemma of as- 
similating into the mainstream vs. maintaining your indi- 
viduality: “Individuality is our source of freedom and its 
maintenance is the toughest task/Once we sell out to 
obligations/All our passions are tossed away.” This San 
Diego area band kick up a storm and throw in a heavy 
metallo/distortion cover of Steve Miller's “Jet Airliner” for 
good measure. Peaceful? Not by a long shot... (PO Box 
460683, SF, CA 94146) 


PEAWEES-Where People Smile (Panic/Helter Skelter) 

Beatlesque punk? Well why not—the Peawees, from 
Italia, have the speedy pogo punch and their songcraft is 
derived from the Fab Four and others 60s pop purveyors. 
On the lighter end of the spectrum but played with an 
enthusiastic joie'de vivre. (Via degli Ausoni, 84, 00185 
Roma, ITALY) 


PEECHEES-Do The Math (Kill Rock Stars) 

Somewhere between the garage snarl of the Makers or 
Lord High Fixers and three chord pogo punch, with a little 
brain-damage sizzle-whizzle for good measure. Chris 
Appelgren has a nasally, acquired-taste vocal style thatis 
simultenously grating and also perfectly in sync with the 
band’s raw throttle. I’m still a little hazy on the concept of 
a “Fascist Lawn,” but it doesn’t stop the impact of the 
Peechees’ devil-may-care scorch. (120 NE State St., 
#418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


P.E.L.M.E. (Grand Theft Audio) 

Stylistic hopscotch over the course of thirty tracks, 
here. Adada, anything can happen ambiance, running the 
gamut from noisecore to Foetus-inspired dance stomp to: 
overbearing orchestral passages to repetitive loops to a 
somber pop ditty (“Sweet Mini”). Some songs are plain 
unlistenable, others are intriguingly visceral (“Family Hour’) 
and they seem to be taking the piss a good percentage of 
the time. That’s apparent with song titles like “Merzbow 
Wow Wow,” “Peaches ‘N Creamatorium” and “Dukes Of 
Biohazard.” This is some crazy, fucked-up shit. (501 W. 
Glenoaks Blvd., #313, Glendale, CA 91202) 


PINK NOISE TEST-Electric Train E.P. (Boy’s Life) 

Had these guys pegged for Brits, given their affinity for 
noisy blur-pop ala Ride/Jesus & Mary Chain/My Bloody 
Valentine but, lo ‘n behold, they hail from LA. No matter— 
drill-press guitar with fuzzboxes cranked up to wazoo, 
floating vocals and a narcohazy ambiance that will lull you 
into a blissful state. “Everybody's Star’ even nicks the 
oscillating loop (or whatever) of MBV’s “What You Want.” 
Passing the test. 


PITCHBLENDE-GYGAX! (Headhunter/Cargo) 

Never sitting still or staying in one easily-defined genre. 
Pitchblende’s intricate, complexly-arranged songs pos- 
sess a certain amount of strangely-tuned Sonic-isms but 
they go off in both challenging and occasionally-abrasive 
directions, with few poppy concessions. “Pertaining To 
The Champ,” a tribute of sorts to Muhammad Ali, fuses 
clattering percussion and a speedy punk-injected drive. 
“Mercator Projection” threatens to splinter apart, before 
locking in on a single-mided, cohesive coda. A brainy 
approach to rock—I mean they must be brainy if the 
albums's title is the name of the inventor of Dungeons and 
Dragons, right? (4901-906 Morena Bivd., San Diego, CA 
92117) 


POISON IDEA-Pig’s Last Stand (Sub Pop) 

Recorded at their last show in ’93 and not the most 
fitting epitaph to one of the all-time great hardcore bands. 
Warts ‘n all, including between-song delays and an over- 
long version of the Wipers’ “Up Front.” PI were clearly 
evolving towards a combination of hardcore and almost 


Deep Purple-ish hard rock on songs like “Stare At The 
Sun” and “Feel The Darkness,” with spooky organ from 
Sam Henry. The raging end up things is kept up with 
“Plastic Bomb,” “AA” and “Give It Up.” For the die-hard fan 
(and you bet I’m one of those) but, “Dutch Courage,” 
recorded in’91, is a superior live document. (POB 20645, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 


POLVO-Exploded Drawing (Touch & Go) 

A double-length album and lots to digest. Polvo’s tour- 
de-force? Thorny, knotty chord permutations and avoid- 
ing obvious hooks. The 11 minutes plus of “When Will You 
Die For The Last Time In My Dreams” slowly twists and 
turns towards a pile-up conclusion, while “Feather Of 
Forgiveness” provides a tense, jarring effect. Haphazard 
as hell, wheel-spinning and laborious in spots...”Exploded 
Drawing” remains a conumdrum after several plays. Chal- 
lenging and original, but not always craw-sticking. (POB 
25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


IGGY POP-Naughty Little Doggy (Virgin) 

| suppose rock legends, Iggy included, need to keep 
putting out “new product” to keep their labels happy or 
maybe to prove to themselves that they’re still artistically 
relevant. Iggy definitely had a hand in inventing what we 
now call punk rock and his band on this album has a semi- 
gritty, semi-rocking flavor but it just doesn’t fly that much. 
Iggy’s in fine voice, with a raspier, higher timbre than 
heard in recent years and “Knucklehead” is the one true 
triumph. On the other hand, “Pussy Walk” and “Shoeshine 
Girl” are lyrically embarrassing. Not truly wretched and 
Iggy's still the man but this isn't anything to add to that rep. 


POP SICKLE-Self-Titled (C/Z) 

First full-length (following an EP) for this Seattle band 
who certainly live up to their name. Rob Skinner, formerly 
of Coffin Break, lives out his pop jones with a punchy, 
melodic collection of songs. Some of the harmonies get a 
little sickly sweet (okay, enough plays on the name) but 
the arrangements are mainly on the aggressive side and 
emphasize the buzz over the treacle. “A.T.I.,” an instru- 
mental, shows a harder-rocking side. Strong hooks will 
get me every time. (4756 U. Village PI. NE, #469, Seattle, 
WA 98105) 


POSIES-Amazing Disgrace (DGC) 

The Posies toughen up their sound considerably while 
maintaining the pure pop outlook. As much in love with the 
Beatles/Big Star tandem as ever and then there’s the 
unexpected knife in the fluff for “Everybody Is A Fucking 
Liar’ or “Hate Song.” “Grant Hart” is a strong tribute to the 
lasting influence of the song subject's former band. A few 
sugary ballads can’t stop the momentum of the Posies’ 
pop joy. 


POUNDCAKE-Aloha Via Satellite (Q Division) 
Pop music with Beatlesque touches (I know...what pop 
band HASN'T been influenced by the Beatles?) and some 


Nirvana/Pixies lope but sounding almost Stepford-like in _ 


excecution—the oh-so-perfect harmonies, squeaky-clean 


production, catchy guitar licks. Drummer Mark Rivers | 


used to be in the Cavedogs and Poundcake have the 
same sort of feel. Veering too much into the mainstream 
for my liking. (443 Albany St., Boston, MA 02128) 


PRONG-Rude Awakening (Epic) 

Refined to a taut, edgy and groove-laden sound, Prong 
have most assuredly embraced the song-oriented side of 
the industrial/metal tandem but they do it without giving 
into the machinery. The keyboards and samples are 
subtle, the guitars groan and swarm in a less-staccato 
manner and Tommy Victor's actually becoming a more 
effective vocalist with his seething style. The textures and 
arrangements are certainly reminiscent of Killing Joke 
(“Nighttime” period, especially) and that's not such a bad 
thing. Refinement doesn’t have to mean losing your way. 


PROPAGANDHI-Less Talk, More Rock (Fat) 

Less talk, maybe, but no less outspoken. Propagandhi 
go to war against capitalist aggression, religion, racists, 
homophobes and anything else that they view as evil. All 
of these radical sentiments delivered with an even-more 
accessible pop/punk sound. Catchy, but far from wimpy— 
the songs sting with tight execution, strong harmonies and 
awhomping kick to it all. In addition to the music, there are 





essays concerning some of the above and more and any 
band that includes a Noam Chomsky soundbite scores 
bonus points. The social conscience of the punk scene 
and with the musical goods to effectively put it across. (PO 
Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 


PRO-PAIN-Contents Under Pressure (Energy) 

The little guy is put upon, politicians and businessmen 
are out of control and wreaking havoc—that’s the thrust 
for Pro-Pain’s fatalistic outlook and the band’s sound 
exhibits an appropriate bare-knuckled ferocity. Still, it's 
basically the same ‘ol heavy crunch metal/core, with a few 
groove elements thrown in and Gary’s super-gruff vocals 
tend to get one-dimensional. His attempt at semi-rapping 
for “Mercy Killings” is actually easier to take and “Box City” 
does effectively pick up the pace. But this is far from 
ground-breaking material. (545 Eighth Ave., 17th Floor, 
NY, NY 10018) 


PUFFBALL (Burning Heart, EP) 

Good high energy punk music. Actually, steaming is a 
better term. A little of Motérhead’s adrenalin in a sweeter 
context. Full-blast guitars, catchy tunes and not letting up 
for one second. They pledge their affection for the Goo 
Goo Dolls on the sleeve. Puffball blow that band com- 
pletely away, at this point. (Box 441, 701 48 Orebro, 
SWEDEN) 


QUINTAINE AMERICANA-Needles (Cherry Disc) 
Straight from Albini-land but that’s not a bad place to 
be. This Boston trio pound their songs into a bloody pulp 
and do it with deliberate precision. Brooding and dark, 
occasionally developing a claustrophobic ambiance, but 
the combination of lumbering rhythms, guitar howl and 
vocal seethe works effectively. Sound off the points of 
comparison: early Helmet, Jesus Lizard, Crain and top it 
off with vocals are a dead ringer for the bestectacled-one. 
Feel the darkness. (PO Box 990424, Boston, MA 02199) 


RAGE AGAINST THE MACHINE-Evil Empire (Epic) 
Will Sony Music be broadcasting the revolution via 


Rage’s polemics? Yeah, | still think there are questions to 
be asked when a band with an avowed leftist agenda has 
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their music released by one of the biggest labels in the 
world but, getting down to the matter of the album at hand, 
it's a success. Long after the funk/metal/rap fusion is 
deader than dead, Rage still bring out the best of it all. 
Zack barks out the social agenda, hip-hop style, the 
rhythm section supports without becoming dominant and 
the show, again, belongs to extraordinarily talented gui- 
tarist Tom Morello. A mind-blowing array of hard riffs and 
innovative effects. The lyrics aren’t quiteas obvious as on 
the debut, but there’s no missing the anti-talk radio bent of 
“Vietnow” or commentary on militarism for “Bulls On 
Parade.” And | admit | smiled when seeing the promo 
posters for the album, with the title displayed above the 
Amerikkkan flag. Revolution with a groove! 


RANCID VAT-31 Flavors Of Hostility (Baloney Shrap- 
nel) 

Not only are Rancid Vat a thundering, punk power- 
house but their lead mouth, the Cosmic Commander, 
pays sartorial tribute to late wrestling icon The Grand 
Wizard of Wrestling (and it’s been downhill for the sport 
since his demise and the lower profile of Capt. Lou and 
Freddie Blassie). Anyway, things start off with an atonal 
vamp, “Cosmic Astro Boogie,” before getting down to 
business for the three-chord pummel of “Hostile City 
USA,” “Mummer Massacre” and the sleazy, bluesy romp 
through Elvis chestnut “T.R.O.U.B.L.E.” Probably RV's 
shining moment. (PO Box 6504, Phoenix, AZ 85005) 


REACHAROUND-Who’s Tommy Cooper (Trauma/ 
Interscope) 

Idon'tcare who the hell Tommy Cooperis. Reacharound 
come out of the much-hyped Silver Lake/LA scene and, 
like most of the bands from that area that I’ve heard, they 
attempt a cross-sectioning of different rock styles but 
apply a mainstream slickness that often nullifies any 
edginess or excitement. So we have rootsy rock, a little 
punk, hard pop and even an alt-rock ballad. You can hear 
echoes of Cheap Trick or the Kinks in certain songs but, 
truth be told, I’d just rather listen to those bands than this. 


RED ALERT-Breakin’ All The Rules/A Session With 
The Lads (Dojo, dbl. CD) 
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Lookout! Records 


Red Alert’s latest album starts with some hammer-on 
guitar noodling—shades of Van Halen. But before you get 
your suspenders in a bunch, rest assured that these guys 
are still dishing out the punk stuff. Not as manic as in the 
early days, but achieving a credible “Give ‘Em Enough 
Rope” energy level (even covering “Safe European Home”). 
A few execrable ballads aside, there’s some satisfying, 
tuneful punk on both discs, the second being a bonus that 
comes with the first 5000 copies and featuring older and 
newer material. Cast Iron Smith (isn’t that one of the best 
monikers ever?) and the boys still deliver the goods. (PO 
Box 281, Canterbury, Kent CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 


RED FIVE-Flash (Interscope) 

Loud and tuneful punk with poppier tendencies. This 
two woman/two guy lineup have some Breeders/Pixies 
lope-melody impulses but also get fast and aggressive on 
some songs, especially “Gasoline” and “Your Creation.” 
When the guitars are blasting away like that, it’s hard to 
write off. 


LOU REED-Set The Twilight Reeling (Warner Bros.) 

Lou’s an icon, Lou oozes cool, his voice cracking with 
an honest confidence, as well as fragility reinforced by his 
life experiences. Unfortunately, over his checkered ca- 
reer, the records have been spotty and “Twilight” is no 
exception. In fact, only “The Blue Mask” and “New York” 
have been complete triumphs since his 70s heyday. 
There are some enjoyable moments here—the tossed- 
off, but tuneful trifle of “Egg Cream” and “Hooky Wooky,” 
the fuck-’em-all hip-shooting for “Sex With Your Parents 
(Motherfucker) Part II” and cascading climax of the title 
track. Street poetry is an overused term but Reed kind of 
epitomizes it. So what's missing? Some of the urgency, 
the ferocity of his best work. Reed handles all guitar duties 
and, while serviceable, his quartet lineups have always 
worked the best. For an over 50 rocker, Lou Reed is far 
from an embarrassment, but this album is his typical 
mixed-bag. : 


REFUSED-Songs To Fan The Flames Of Discontent 
(Victory) 

On the heavy side of things—this Swedish hardcore 
band’s twisting, lurching aggro assault is semi-reminis- 
cent of Voivod and early Die Kreuzen, mainly in the 
nightmarish guitar chords, although it’s just one reference 
point, not the dominant focus. “Beauty” connects with 
savagery of early Cro-Mags, while “The Slayer” goes for 
the thrash blitz. A few innovative twists. (PO Box 146546, 
Chicago, IL 60614) 


REJUVENATE-To The Extreme (Free Spirit) 

Half studio/half live (and with substandard sound qual- 
ity) from this NYC band that features longtime scene vet 
Tommy Rat. Metal riffage and old-school thrash mixed 
together to complement Mr. Rat's bellicose vocals. Packin’ 
the rage. (PO Box 1252, Madison Sq. Sta., NY, NY 10159- 
1252) 


ROCKET FUEL IS THE KEY-Consider It Contempt 
(Thirsty Ear) 

Volume is the key. Kansas City seems to have an 
abundance of noisy, aggressive bands and RFITK have 
the dark, heavy churn to get it done. Relentless rhythmic 
slug and fireburst guitar shards making a spirited racket. 
“Consolation,” the final track, is a speed-driven monster 
while the instrumental “6 Dozen Of 1, 2/3 Of Another’ 
starts with an answering machine message from an A&R 
guy, a growl from vocalist/guitarist Scott Durgin and leads 
into some heady Greg Ginn-inspired skronk harnessed to 
apiledriving bass and drum pattern. These guys be damn 
good at what they do. (274 Madison Ave., #804, NY, NY 
10016) 


RYDERS-Zasso (Flipside, EP) 

Damned good punk music from Japan...| like how they 
count off the “1-2-3-4” Ramones-style in Japanese. Bright, 
catchy songs that have strong hooks and blazing guitars 
and delve into poppy territory without getting saccharine. 
4 studio songs and 8 live tracks. (PO Box.60790, Pasa- 
dena, CA 91116) 


SATANIC SURFERS-Hero Of Our Time (Burning Heart) 
No surf music, just punk. Punk of the NOFX/Fat variety, 
although Rodrigo has a sweeter, more melodious vocal 


style. They even add a touches of lounge music in spots. 
Following a well-worn formula, although | can’t help but 
like it, for the most part. (Box 441, S-701 48 Orebro, 
SWEDEN) 


FRED SCHNEIDER-Just Fred (Reprise) 

The B-52s’ guy has quite a decent album. ..three differ- 
ent bands back him, those being Shadowy Men, Six 
Finger Satellite and a studio aggregation, Deadly Cup- 
cake, including Rick from the Didjits, Tom from Tar and 
Russell from Blues Explosion. Fred’s in a rockin’ mood 
and the Deadly Cupcake songs have a high-octane/ 
garage approach; so do Six Finger, surprisingly. Shadowy 
Men offer more of the surf/reverb angle. While Fred’s 
vocals can be an acquired taste, he shows more range 
than with his other outfit and tracks like “Bulldozer,” 
“Radioactive Lady Eyeball” and “Whip” are tough, eco- 
nomical rockers. Who'da thunk it? 


SCREAMING BLOODY MARYS-Get In, Get Off (Dr. 
Dream) 

A fairly-energetic longplayer for this SF band. Starting 
with an enthusiastic “1-2-3-4,” for “Ritalin,” the SBM’s stick 
to a trad take on garagey punk and pop. “Lady For Life” 
edges into shit-kicker territory and they increase the snot 
factor for “Telling Lies” and “Make You Mine.” Good stuff. 
(841 W. Collins, Orange, CA 92667) 


SEA MONSTER-Death, Taxes and Sea Monster 
(Winged Disk) 

Well, atleast they have a sense of humor and “Just Like 
E-Z Rider’ is an enjoyable country piss-take but the bar- 
bandish approach to punk, roots rock and hard rock 
doesn't quite cut it. While the lyrics are tongue in cheek, 
the musical accompaniment is trite and tawdry. Visions of 
burly men with Budweiser t-shirts and/or bandanas come 
to mind and it’s not a pleasant thought. (PO Box 53, 
Neconset, NY 11767) 


SEPULTURA-Roots (Roadrunner) 

Who says metal bands don’t do anything innovative 
anymore? Sepultura flirted with tribal sounds on “Chaos 
AD” and have taken it to the next level for “Roots.” 
Uncompromising in its heaviness and slow, savage tem- 
pos and tribal percussion dominates many songs. “Itsari,” 
recorded with the Xavantes tribe in Brazil and incorporat- 
ing a ceremonial chant, completely immerses itself in the 
roots sound. “Dictatorshit” and “Cut-Throat,” meanwhile, 
show that Sepultura aren't close to abandoning the met- 
allized onslaught. A creative twist on the metal form. (536 
Broadway, 4th Floor, New York, NY 10012) 


SERE-Burnin’ Like An Intake Valve (XNO) 

A tougher/gruffer take on early 80s metal. Sere share 
some similarities to Tank, who were the poor-man’s 
Motérhead at that time. “Square And Pegged” has the 
same sort of boogified aggro-charge and “Straight Hate” 
rocks up a storm, as well. Back to basics stuff, with a few 
grungier concessions and some of it gets ‘yer toe tappin’, 
evenifit's not always that earth-shaking or original. (Band: 
PO Box 260196, Bellrose, NY 11426) 


SEVEN GONE (Temperance, EP) 

Ex-members of Worlds Collide and No Escape and not 
all that enticing an excursion. Modern hardcore groove, 
which means slow tempos, moody textures and atmo- 
spherics in a Shift/Quicksand vein, with slightly heavier 
touches. “Steam” sounds like a Tool outtake, ‘fercryin’ out 
loud. Pass. (900 Tilton Rd., #3, Northfield, NJ 08225) 


SEVEN STOREY MOUNTAIN (Art Monk Construction, 
EP) 

Emo-ish rock with melody and some power. Dramatic 
progressions, reinforced with sharp guitar and bass-lines, 
ina poppy context and fairly effective on these four songs. 
Stirring some of the right chords. (PO Box 6332, Falls 
Church, VA 22040) 


7 YEAR BITCH-Gato Negro (Atlantic) 

Despite the distorted rage of opening track “The His- 
tory Of My Future,” the Bitch’s third album is almost 
sedate, in comparision to its two predecessors. Not that 
sedate, though. Not with the meticulous fury of “Whoopie 
Cat,” “Rest My Head” or “2nd Hand.” They've added 
balance and subtlety to the grooves, with Selene’s vocals 


ranging from soulful and sultry to pissed-off. The crude 
kineticism of an earlier song like “You Smell Lonely” or “No 
Fucking War” is missed, a bit, but in sharpening and 
expanding their musical arsenal, the intensity isn’t com- 
promised all that much. 


the SHOWCASE SHOWDOWN-Appetite Of Kings (EI- 
evator Music) 

What makes the Showcase Showdown so cool? On 
the most surface level, the band plays loud/fast punk with 
some oi-influenced material thrown in. That’s the case, 
here, but the songs are well-written on both a musical and 
lyrical level. Their tongues are firmly in cheek forthe likes 
of “Bark The Vote,” “I Love The FBI” and, in the latest 
tribute to an offbeat icon, “Marilyn Vos Savant” (she being 
acoluminist for Parade magazine and the person with the 
highest recorded IQ!). The playing is tighter and better 
than ever and Albert's hyper warble is a real asset. 
Catchy, clever songs done in hit and run fashion. (PO Box 
1502, New Haven, CT 06511) 


SINCOLA-Crash Landing In Teen Heaven (Caroline) 

Something about Rebecca Cannon's voice just puts 
me off—tough-timbred, but gnawing at the senses andthe 
band takes a Pixies-go-sorta-maintream approach 
(Hammerbox were somewhat similar, as well, a few years 
back) yet, except for the occasional energy burst (“One Hit 
Wonder,” “Start/Stop”) and some big guitar chords, this 
collection of songs just don't float the proverbial boat. (114 
W. 26th St., NY, NY 10001) 


SINKHOLE-Core Sample (Ringing Ear) 

Sinkhole bring the punk rock public another collection 
of bright and bitter pop songs. Amazing hooks, delivered 
with an energetic emphasis and getting downright gor- 
geous for the swaying, Hiskerish ballad “Big Time.” 
There’s also a killer cover of The Nils’ obscure “Sunbird” 
and the fast burn of “Dogstein” and “Mush-Mouth.” Sink- 
hole may be a sloppy live band a lot of the time but the 
studio work is tight and focused, bringing out their 
songwriting and playing strengths. (9 Maplecrest, 
Newmarket, NH 03857) 


SISTERS GRIMM-Sisters By Birth, Grimm By The 
Grace Of God (Wagon Train) 

Trashy punk, somewhat on the bar-bandish side— 
when | read abouta gig of theirs at the Continental in NYC, 
it made sense. These “sisters,” including two who are 
identical twins, add some smart, wise-assed lyrics, but the 
music isn’t quite up to the level of its influences, those 
being 70s hard rock, the Dolls, Heartbreakers, etc... In 
their favor, the vocals have a sarcastic, fuck-you quality 
that goes with the NYC territory—the harmonies on the 
happy-sounding “Fuck You” have a scurrilous charm. 
Caughtin the middle, somewhere. (3712 Old Philadelphia 
Pike, Bethlehem, PA 18015-5426) ! 


16-Drop Out (Theologian) 

Effective metal-mongering, if you want to consider it as 
such. With their sledgehammer riffs stammering and 
sputtering and blazing in butcher-block riffglory, with the 
fluid-groove drumming and heavy ambiance, this band 
stakes out big rock mountain territory. 16 achieve this 
without coming off as yet another 70s stoner tribute band 
(Kyuss, Fu Manchu, etc..., who are good at it, but this is 
something alittle different), instead giving off a similar vibe 
as Fudge Tunnel. Dense and formidable, but with groove 
andalively spark lit under their butts. (200 Pier Ave., Suite 
2, Hermosa Beach, CA 90254) 


SKOLD (RCA) 

Another day, another industrial-type project. Poppy 
and new wavish structures, along with the requisite aggro 
and vocals that at least don’t sound as though they came 
out of a machine—Tim Skold has a certain sinister soul- 
fulness in his delivery. Song-oriented and, for that reason, 
Hiked it slightly more than | would’ve expected. Just don't 
expect anything extraordinarily original. The similarities to 
NIN are pretty obvious. 


SLAMBOOK-With Riddle & Shears (Lorem Ipsum) 
The title’s as cryptic and puzzling as the music at hand. 
Difficult, complex textures (though somewhat soothing) in 
a guitar/bass/drums ebb and flow and finding the target 
solely for “Hollywood Ten’—damn, what a hook on that 
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song and an engaging Wire-like minimalism. Not many 
other strongly defined melodies to speak of, though, and 
their lethargy becomes cumbersome after awhile. NY 
artsy/indy conumdrumery. (153 Suffolk St., #4, NY, NY 
10002) 


SLANG-Super Chaos (HG Fact) 

Super-pissed off hardcore from Japan. Throat shred- 
ding vocals and a mix of grind-core, heaviness and good 
‘ol thrash. The production's a bit thin and the snare drum 
sticks out in the soundmix like tinny sore thumb but their 
version of rage is fairly convincing. “Kick It” certainly lives 
up to its title with a Poison Idea-ish onslaught. (401 
Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, 
JAPAN) 


SLAPSHOT-16 Valve Hate (Taang)/Old Tyme Hardcore 
(Taang, EP) 

Slapshot's a hardcore band, again and these are the 
best recordings they've done since “Step On It.” “16 
Valve” features sped-up, blistering rage from the get-go, 
living up to the title with Choke’s venomous vocals and 
lyrics. “108” is a non-sugarcoated critique of a certain 
Krishna vocalist with a certain Krishna band (his name is 
Ray, if you need more clues). New-school hardcore types 
don't get off any easier (“L.O.S.E.R.”) and, out of left field, 
they cover the Smiths’ “Big Mouth.” “Old Tyme Hardcore,” 
with vintage Bruins photos (right on!) and dialogue from 
the movie that they got their name from (even cooler) 
continues the momentum. Religion, once again, takes a 
hiton “Pennies From Heaven,” “Silence” and “In My Head” 
deal with relationship matters and they cover SSD’s “Get 
It Away.” With drummer Mark McKay again providing the 
velocity and a mean, aggressive assault, Slapshot sound 
better than they have in a long time. (706 Pismo Ct., San 
Diego, CA 92109) 


SLAPSTICK-Lookit! (Asian Man) 

Slapstick combine the punk and ska thing and would 
probably be better off sticking to pure punk. In other words, 
enough with the horns already! High-energy songs with 
catchy riffs, best-executed on “Cheat To Win,” “Broken 
Down,” “The Geek” and “Not Tonite.” Those songs surge 
with an explosive exuberance. Along the same lines as 
Less Than Jake. (PO Box 35585, Monte Sereno, CA 
95030-5585) 


SLAYER-Undisputed Attitude (American) 

Are Slayer covering a bunch of obscure and not-so- 
obscure hardcore songs to regain some sort of lost “street 
cred,” after their less-than-divine “Divine Intervention” 
album? Beats me...but these guys have long beaten the 
drum for underground hardcore so I'll cut ‘em some slack. 
Anyway, ina little over a half hour, they lay waste to songs 
by Verbal Abuse, Stooges, DI, Dr. Know, DRI, TSOL and 
Minor Threat. Wonder how lan feels about the closing line 
for “Guilty Of Being White” being changed to “guilty of 
being RIGHT!” TSOL’s “Superficial Love” swaps the 
Reagan line for one about Clinton. They do dig into those 
songs with savage abandon—Araya’s vocals are more 
pissed-off than in years and the arrangements avoid 
excess. Two Hanneman-penned tracks for a long-aban- 
doned hardcore project fit in well and the one metal cut, 
“Gemini,” is darkly ominous. Take it with a grain of salt or 
some bemusement, but this was a fun listen. 


SLEATER-KINNEY-Call The Doctor (Chainsaw) 

Intriguing sounds from this female trio that includes ex- 
Heavens To Betsy vocalist Corin Tucker. Sleater-Kinney 
utilize the two-guitar/drums lineup that has gained some 
popularity in indy-land and, while there’s a minimalist 
quality, the compositions have a melodic strength and 
warmth to go with the punkish structures. Corin’s vocals 
dominate the proceedings—sometimes shrieking, always 
powerful in intent. Repeated listenings reveal more of the 
engaging nuances of their songs. (PO Box 42600, Port- 
land, OR 97242) 


SLUTS FOR HIRE-The Happiest Band On Earth! 
(Flipside) 

They love the Beatles and the Who, since their drum- 
mer is named Ringo Moon and they cover “Please Please 
Me.” They love the Ramones, with a bass player named 
Bitzy Bop. They’re even Evel Kneivel fans, since Awful 
K’nawful’s name comes from the movie about Evel’s life 


(starring George Hamilton!). And the Sluts For Hire are a 
scrappy, obnoxious punk band and damned proud of it. A 
mix of garage fuzz, classic three chord pogo, even a little 
new wave and imbued with a real nasty attitude. Works 
every time. (PO Box 60790, Pasadena, CA 91116) 


SMEARS-Like Hell (Headhunter/Cargo) 

Ifyou call you album “Like Hell,” why NOT puta drawing 
of a female satan on the cover (done by the guitarist, no 
less)? Thorny mix of garage punk, thrash and noise. 
Gretchen and Kathleen both sing, both with plenty of take- 
no-shit attitude and they’re able to switch from abrasive 
string-bending to poppier territory with ease and the 
harmonies are both cutting and sweet. Nothing on the par 
of their classic “Honey Jar,” mind you, but stilla good dose 
of punk trashiness. (4901-906 Morena Bivd., San Diego, 
CA 92117) 


SMOG-Kicking a Couple Around (Drag City, EP) 

Bill Callahan - who basically is Smog - must have had 
a bad breakup recently (or he’s still smarting from his time 
with Lisa Carver) as these four songs highlight despera- 
tion, is Smog - must have had a bad breakup recently (or 
he's still smarting from his time with Lisa Carver) as these 
four songs highlight desperation, isolation, lonliness and 
longing for past loves. “Your New Friend” is about a 
boyfriend who goes away for a weekend and then his 
girlfriend hooks up with another guy (or girl - he never 
specifies the gender). Unlike previous Smog releases, 
this EP is just Callahan on voice and acoustic guitar. 
Warning: this EP is NOT uplifting. (PO Box 476867, 
Chicago, IL 60647) (Scott Munroe) 


SMUGGLERS-Selling The Sizzle (Lookout/Mint) 

Revved-up pop songs for geeks by geeks. Grant 
Lawrence commands attention unlike any frustrated Ca- 
nadian since Bob and Doug MacKenzie tried to get into a 
beer factory in the early 80s. Musically, the Smugglers 
throw quite a good nod towards 60s garage into the usual 
pop-punk mechanisms. Only drawback are a bunch of 
throwaway annoyances (mainly a Little Red Riding Hood 
story) at the end of the album. Rock, rock, rock with the 
Smugglers. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) (Phil 
Lerman) 


SNAP-HER-It Smells, It Burns, It Stings (New Red 
Archives) 

Don’t fuck with Snap-Her...they're mean, they're or- 
nery, they don’t take shit. Actually, Andi Beltramo, in 
particular, doesn’t take shit, since she’s continuing the 
band without the rhythm section that appears on this 
album (and they’re calling themselves Snap-Her, with a 
different guitarist, but Andi’s band is the real one—got 
that?). Anyway, piledriving blitz, touching on garage, 
Ramones-a-rama, a bit of oi and delivered with lots of bile. 
Lots of fuck-off sentiments for “Friend,” “You’re So Lame” 
and “Anal Retention,” while “Be My Girl” almost gets 
sentimental. Rough and raw and with some killer tunes. 
(PO Box 210501, San Francisco, CA 94121) 


SNUFF-Demmamussabebonk (Fat) 

Snuff put out some fine albums in the late 80s/early 
90s, then disappeared (although Guns ‘n Wankers, in- 
volving some members, happened a few years ago). Now 
they’re back, the original trio augemented on some songs 
by a trombonist and organ player and the sound is still 
poppy/punk, although not quite packing the anarchic spirit 
of old. Not terrible but | could do without the Squeeze- 
ishness of “Nick Northern.” Some of. the other horn-y 
tracks get kind of close to Bosstones territory and isn’t 
their forte, either. Better to check out the reissues of the 
older material and then, perhaps, move on to this album 
if it floats ‘yer boat. (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 


SONS OF HERCULES-Hits For The Misses (Unclean) 
Paisley shirts, some long hair, one guy wearing a 


leather jacket. Yep, these guys sure /ooklike a rock ‘n roll ~ 


band. Looks ain't deceiving either and the type of rock ‘n 
roll the Sons of Hercules ply is mighty enjoyable. Tough- 
ass garage rock with an occasionally poppy flourish but 
mainly sticking to the raunchy stomp. “Tight Fit” shame- 
lessly appropriates the riff for “You Really Got Me” and 
turns it into the catalyst for a fired-up raver. These guys 
definitely know what they’re doing. (PO Box 34627, San 
Antonio, TX 78265) 


SPAZBOY-Bladow (immune) 

Cool punk with melody stuff from the outlying San 
Diego ‘burb of El Cajon. Buzzing guitars, heartfelt semi- 
ranty vocals and the eternal laments about attempting to 
get along with the opposite sex and summing it up on 
“Thanksgiving”: “I laid in bed all day cause there was 
nothing else to do but lay in bed all day.” | think we've all 
felt that way at one point or another. (9269 Mission Gorge 
Rd., San Diego, CA 92071) 


SPONGEHEAD-Infinite Baffle (Triple X) 

The hook for Spongehead is they have a sax-player in 
the bass guitar slot. Musically, there’s a little of the jazzy/ 
bluesy skronk of Foetus and echoes of Beefheart in the 
vocals, delivered in a noisy, power-trio format and it 
swings while avoiding any sort of obnoxious bombast. An 
effective, spirited mesh. (PO Box 862529, LA, CA 90086) 


SQUAT-It’s All Over (New Red Archives) 

Fast-paced, semi-melodic punk from this all-woman 
band. Cheryl's vocals cut against the grain, somewhat, 
but they have an adequate amount of musical finesse and 
power. Somewhere between the standard-issue Calisound 
and scrappier aggro and, if not groundbreaking, at least 
maintaining a feisty adrenalin charge. (PO Box 210501, 
San Francisco, CA 94121) 


STAINS-Songs For Swinging Losers (Dojo, dbl. CD) 

There have been many bands called the Stains—these 
Stains are from England and are a relatively new group 
playing classic punk rock. There are lots of retro bands 
doing that sort of thing but what makes these guys a little 
different is their back-to-basics rock ‘n roll sound. After all, 
that was a large part of punk’s original impetus. The 
Stains’ style comes straight outta the pub, just like the 
Vibrators or Eater and, somehow, still sounds contempo- 
rary while maintaining a true punk spirit. The music is 
emphasized over the fashion aspect and the songs rock 
ina tough, but catchy manner. This package also includes 
a 9 track bonus CD of demo tracks (all the songs also 
appear on the main album). (PO Box 281, Canterbury, 
Kent CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 


STEEL MINERS-AIl Hopped Up (Instant Mayhem, EP)/ 
Dig (Get Hip, 10") 

Whoah, nelly—all hopped up, all sped up and all hell’s 
about to break loose. A scorching mix of rough garage 
tock and a touch of rootsy mayhem from this Pittsburgh 
trio. Eric Vermillion’s logged time in the underrated Stump 
Wizards, as well as Gumball and drummer Max Terasauro 
was with the Cynics for awhile, so you know where they're 
coming from. “Let Me Be” hammers into some hot rave-up 
jam territory. Over way too quickly. The 10" is the band’s 
earliest recording (with a different drummer) and favors 
more of a traditional garage approach, with a tinge of 
harder rock and it works just fine. (Instant Mayhem: c/o 
Caroline, 114 W. 26th St., NY, NY 10001/GetHip: PO Box 
666, Canonsburg, PA 15317) 


STEREOLAB-Emporer Tomato Ketchup (Elektra) 

On their last few albums, Stereolab have moved away 
from their “Sister Ray’/Velvets affections and found their 
own pop vision. That vision is still based a lot on early 70s 
German rock and 60s pop. “Emporer Tomato Ketchup” 
isn’tas strong, track-for-track, as theirbestalbums (“Peng,” 
“Transient Random Noise Bursts”) but there’s more than 
enough charming, memorable ditties to be found. “Metro- 
nomic Underground” is an extended dance/trance piece 
building a solid groove. The title track has a whomping 
rhythm, as well, and a hooky arrangement. “OLV 26” pays 
tribute to Suicide’s more accessible moments. Innovative 
use of keyboards and synthesizers, along with Leetitia and 
Mary’s distinct vocals (in both French and English). Some- 
how, they always work their magic, blending the poppy 
and.the progressive. 

we ‘ 


“STOP-Never (Smut Pedlurz) 


Mickey Leigh is what you could call a journeyman— 
Joey Ramone’s little brother, former frontman for The 
Rattlers and longtime NYC rock ‘n roller. Stop’s his latest 
band and they take a streetwise, basic rock ‘n roll ap- 
proach with somewhat of a cowpunk influence. None of 
this “No Depression” country rock shit—it’s wrapped up in 
three chord rock coating. The one ‘n only Handsome Dick 





Manitoba lends his tonsils to one song and the band favors 
a lean, mean sound. Sometimes veering into bar-band 


4 4 i [7 > | territory but there’s also some convincing hell-raising, as 
s ; B [ i QB S R! well. (PO Box 3419, Chico, CA 95927-3419) 

k STRANGE-Laramie (Mausoleum)/Love And Other 
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British band with a Dinosaur/Hisker obsession. Marco 
Pleil’s vocals do sound like the guy from Oasis, but they're 
from Wyoming. | don't think, in the 14 years of doing this 
‘zine, I've ever heard a band from that state. Musically, a 
combination of poppy influences, hard rock (“Weirdo”) 
and punk (a tough version of Booomtown Rats’ “I Don’t 
Like Mondays”) and with some success. I'd like to see ‘em 
Stick to the more rockin’ side of things for future releases. 
The EP features 3 LP and 2 non-LP tracks, including 
“Mondays.” 


STRUNG OUT-Suburban Teenage Wasteland Blues 
(Fat) 

Just when you think the melodic punk thing has burnt 
out its flame, along comes Strung Out with a new album 
to give ita solid kick in the pants. Powerful and passionate 
songs, played at breakneck speed and with watchspring 
tightness. There’s a bass hook to kill for on “Never Good 
Enough” and “Firecracker” takes a political turn against 
the ills of this nation. These guys have it nailed with a non- 
Lat HEAVY CHEVY stop array of burning energy and hooks and the clean, 

punchy production works in their favor. Every bit as good 


: | BUCK WILD | “beat me silly” cd/Ip JOYSTICK MM “heavy chevy” cd/Ip as their first album—maypbe better... (PO Box 193690, SF, 
CA 94119) 
featuring members ef LAGWAGON available summer ‘96 


_ STUNTMEN-Tune You Out (Black Hole) 

Don't tune this album out... scorching punk rock veer- 
ing away from anything overtly poppy to a tougher, basic 
tradition. There's plenty of Stooges/Birdman git-whizzle in 
their arsenal and they maintain accessibility while kicking 
it out in straight-forward, powerchord-driven fashion. Ben 
Brower has a solid set of pipes to go along with his six- 
string burn and the rhythm section keep up with him, laying 
outa solid, economical backbeat. Righteously rockin’! (12 
W. Willow Grove Ave., #130, Philadelphia, PA 19118) 


SUBLIME (Gasoline Alley/MCA) 

Sublime made a bit of a splash, a few years back, for 
the semi-controversial “Date Rape” and got a lot more 
mileage out of their tepid reggae/rock/punk blend than 
they deserved. This self-titled album, their third, has some 
creative production touches from Butthole Surfer Paul 
Leary but is still a much-too-sedate concoction. A hippie/ 
laid back vibe with the occasional punkish blast, but 
mainly nod-out music to smoke lots ‘o chronic to. This 
makes me think of all those stoned Lollapaloosers | kept 





3 new d:riees I tripping over at the 93 show—they’d dig it if they were 
» 4 : awake. (Note: Brad Nowell, the vocalist/guitarist, died of 
3 10P 4 a heroin OD a few months before this album’s release.) 
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SUBURBAN HOODZ-This Boy’s Life (215) 

Three rappers backed by a rock power trio and cross- 
ing an old-school vibe with funky, metallic rock. It’s been 
done before, of course, although the Hoodz are good 




















enough at laying down a big groove and their mic control 
out now! FVLP ALEXA caf cass You will buy New: is credible. Straight outta the burbs? (PO Box 886, 
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SUBZERO-Happiness Without Peace (Too Damn Hype) 


" Sspy™ "19" sbPrd SubZero sport the tattoos and sweaty bodies (and Lu’s 
Y) REC : x oe ug. m7" pants expose too much of his plaid boxers) but, along with 
) s6e*? dj es coemee ri ae bone-crunching heaviness and rap-stylee vox (some of 
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the time) comes a few unexpected forays into melodic 
territory. “America The Ungrateful” takes an almost poppy 
turn and “Higher Power’ and “Behind The Mask” storm out 
of the gates like vintage Cro-Mags. A dash of unpredict- 
ably is a good thing, given the currently stale state of much 
hardcore. (PO Box 1520, Cooper Station, NY, NY 10276- 
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A ’ SMASH SUGAR PLANT-Cage Of The Sun E.P. (Pop Narcotic) 

out rect monk recess SUBTERRANEAN (S.F) (eon) poe und 6cA.Re Gentle, laconic pop minimalism. Chinatsu's vocals are 

re iste 9/5 ap Ph (310) 7$2— REVOLVER (8.F) (415) 282-6243 herncgoytarrsate as sweetand gentle as a summerbreeze and their version 

Cri ckew Wead Ae $ ou t To: of Flaming Lips’ “Turn It On” is even trippier than the 

he at ik ror bed FAx(s) 782-244 order yy m: RECESS RECORDS original and without being self-conscious about it. Tuning 

Store OST \e Audio Flashtae, 4 Av rane 3 fost- o.box 1112 the Velvets’ inspiration into something warm ‘n fuzzy. 
Wowsonte 7” lov Gea-tay Parad wi thin uo crance,ca. 90505 (1085 Commonwealth Ave., #339, Boston, MA 02215) 


SUICIDE MACHINES-Destruction By Definition (Hol- 
lywood) 

Hyper as hell ska/punk, with more emphasis on the 
latter than the former. Not that they haven't learned well 
from their Specials and Beat albums and the sporadic use 
of trombone and keyboards spice things up. But the 
Machines add a healthy dose of tough, tuneful buzzsaw 
punch tothe mix. | guess that this combination is the flavor 
of the moment but they do it convincingly. The bonus track 
is a skankin’ to thrash take on Minor Threat’s “I Don't 
Wanna Hear It” that | have rea/ mixed feelings about. 
Overall, though, it’s entertaining. 


SUPERDUDE-Guerilla Rock (Ace) 

Bad, bad, bad... Nothing super about it. Mainly new 
wavish dance crud. Backing vocals that sound like the 3 
Degrees or something and cheesy rhythms that give 
cringe-inducing “Fame”-era Bowie or Duran Duran flash- 
backs. (97 Summit Street, Brooklyn, NY 11231) (Jim 
Balaya) 


SVART SNO-Smock ‘n Roll (Beat Butchers) 

Club over the skull, thrash-bolt hardcore rampaging 
out of Sweden. While punk and hardcore have evolved 
and some Euro bands see fit to mimick their American 
countrparts, Svart Sné keep the loud ‘n fast tradition alive. 
A touch of metal here and there (and there’s a subtle 
quotation of TSOL’s “Code Blue” for “1000 Religioner’), 
but still played at breathtaking speed. Sung in Swedish 
(with printed English translations) and getting the mes- 
sage across with no barriers to their onslaught. (Gjutargatan 
7, 112 48 Stockholm, SWEDEN) 


SVELT-Souvenir (Schizophonic) 

Remember the big hype on Portland about four years 
ago? Sprinkler were part of that and put out a good album 
on Sub Pop. Now two of that band’s members (vocalist/ 
guitarist Chris Slusarenko and his drumming brother 
Nate) are back in this three piece and playing a similar 
variety of catchy rock. Nirvana and Beatlesque pop touches 
are pretty obvious reference points, but their songs work 
anice blend of volume and hookiness to a pleasing effect. 
Rockin’ out in the right spots. (231 NE Commercial St., 
Salem, OR 97301) 


SWEET DIESEL-Search And Annoy (Go-Kart/Sound 
Views, EP) 

Absolutely ravaging new shit from Sweet Diesel. High 
powered punk or hardcore, if you will, sparing nothing in 
intensity or energy while not falling into the trap of predict- 
ability, either. Over way too quickly and, in that short 
space, commanding undivided attention. This one really 
stands out. (PO Box 20, Prince St. Station, NY, NY 10012) 


SWIRLIES-They Spent Their Wild Youthful Days... 
(Taang) 

Back with two newmembers (Ben and Seana have left) 
and still plying the skewed, disarming and haunting pop 
music. Weird electronic manipulations, breathy and subtle 
vocals and a tapestry of odd-tuned guitars make for an 
unpredictable, but often rewarding excursion. The gentle 
nature of “Sterling Mass” or “The Vehicle Is Invisible” 
offers a counterpoint to the more assaultive “San Critobal 
de las Casas” or “Two Girls Kissing.” The Swirlies started 
life as a pretty blatant My Bloody Valentine ripoff and some 
of those elements are still there, but they've gotten cre- 
ative with their use of effects and warping the melodic 
form. (706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109) 


TADPOLES-Far Out (Bakery) 

Hey man...psych-o-delic music here. Spacey arrange- 
ments, plenty of wah-wah and distortion and even the 
sound of a bong on one track. Tadpoles don't get too far 
“out there,” as the songs never stray far from a conven- 
tional rock approach, usually building from subtle shad- 
ings into louder tone-bursts. More consistently-appealing 
than theirlast album, anyway, with some engaging melody 
lines anda strong guitar presence. (PO Box 1996, Hoboken, 
NJ 07030) 


134-Hectic (Hectic) 

Inthat murky region between metal and punk/hardcore. 
Todd Barnes’ has one of those manly, gruff, testosterone- 
fueled vocal styles and the music is crunchy and aggres- 


sive, with a solid rhythm behind the loud guitar mix. Kind 
of similar to Boston’s 6L6 in forging out hard territory, 
connecting forthe toughly rockin’ “Killing Tree” and speedier 
“Fade Away.” (5663 Balboa Ave., #388, San Diego, CA 
92111) 


30foot FALL-Divided We Stand (Fuzzgun) 

These guys have heart. 30foot Fall may have a tune 
called “I Hate Punk Rock,” but it’s obviously not the case, 
as they rage ahead, in good-humored and scrappy fash- 
ion, with a speedy, three-chord rampage. Their cover of 
“Dancing With Myself” degenerates intoa silly free-for-all, 
as they piss-take many rock icons, including Slayer, White 
Zombie, Propagandhi and Rancid. Their own tunes have 
a jaundiced, yet optimistic point of view. Hard not to like. 
(4400 Memorial, Ste. 1158, Houston, TX 77007) 


TINKER-Receiver (Bear) 

Melodic and expansive but not-too-enticing rock. When 
Tinker add a power-burst to their thick guitar-oriented 
sound tapestries, it gets intriguing, as on “Skin Receiver’ 
and the nicely-evolving “Figby.” The rhythm section shifts 
aggressively under the guitar wash, as well. Ultimately, 
though, this just isn’t all that exciting...a pleasant-enough 
song collection but it’s not quite enough. (JAF Box 444, 
NY, NY 10116-0444) 


TIZZY-Befriend Us (Pop Narcotic, EP) 

Engaging (and smart) pop tuneage without getting too 
breezy. Some of the songs here build up a strong head of 
steam, especially “D Is 4 Daddy” and “Lava Surfer.” An 
appealing, dense energy in the arrangements. (1085 
Commonwealth Ave., #339, Boston, MA 02215) 


TORCHER-Your Word Against Fire (Tim/Kerr) 

Is it torture? I'll resist the lame temptation at wordplay 
and, besides, it’s more torch music than torture. Torch 
music in a downbeat, indy rock context, anyway. Paula's 
vocals are a combination of soaring and sultry and when 
the swirling build-up effect is used for “Losing You,” 
“Holloman” and “Slug,” it’s somewhat attention-grabbing. 
“Wasted” reaches a satisfying, cascading peak, a potent 


mesh of electric and acoustic chords. Kind of like Antietam 
ona bluesy bender. (PO Box 42423, Portland, OR 97242) 


TOTAL CHAOS-Anthems From The Alleyway (Epi- 
taph) 

Total Chaos are back with’a new guitarist and drummer 
(Shawn Smash and ex-Snap-Her Suzy Owens, respec- 
tively) and a slightly revamped approach. An older, more 
melodically-based sound than the UK spiky sound (Dis- 
charge, etc...) of old. Leadoff track “Voice Of The Streets” 
gets things started with an amazingly catchy flourish and 
the energy doesn’t wane at all. Sure, take lyrics like “It’s a 
riot 77—and punk is still alive” or “Lets riot lets riot today 
against the police or CIA” with a grain of salt but Total 
Chaos are true believers that this is the best fuckin’ music 
out there and, by gum, they could have a point. And the 
guitar lines indicate familiarity with one Mr. Thunders, as 
well as Messrs. Jones (Steve and Mick) and that’s nothing 
to be sneered at. Pass the beer and praise the pogo! (2798 
Sunset Bivd., LA, CA 90026) 


TOUCHIS AUTOMATIC-Also Available On Beta (Trans- 
mission) 

Snare-city and the bass be thwackin’, as well, for this 
thythmic, groove-ish band. The twist ‘n turn meets lock- 
step combo of Lizard-ish guitar snake and Helmet-ized 
regimentation, though fluid.in the bottom end of things. 
Needless to say, it’s somewhat derivative (isn’t every- 
thing, though?) although | wouldn't write it off as a miser- 
able failure or anything. (2931 W. Central Ave., Suite H, 
Santa Ana, CA 92704) 


TRASH BRATS-Out Of The Closet (Circumstantial) 
Attempting to recapture the devil-may-care spirit of 
trashy (duh) 70s rock. Basic hard rocking pop tunes with 
a Dolls tinge and the fashion sense is from the same glam- 
camp school. Semi-catchy but not all that spectacular. If 
| was still 16 and this was 1976, I'd probably like it a lot 
more. (408 W. St. Clair, #318, Cleveland, OH 44113) 


TRIBE 8-Snarkism (Alternative Tentacles) 
Tribe 8, that loveable lesbian band from SF, have a 
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point to make but they also have a diverse musical array 
and a sense of humor about it all. “Republican Lullaby” 
jams the ideas in your face, with a full-on punk and lyrical 
blast, while “Wrong Bathroom” discusses a very real for 
the androgynous among us, with jazzy/funky guitar licks 
and sax squawks. “Oversize Ego” throws in a gender 
bending taste of Devo’s “Girl U Want.” Punchy and rockin’, 
encompassing thrash, ska and even a few poppier touches 
(“A Sad Poem,” also adding weird violin shadings). Work- 
ing more often than not. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) 


TRIP 66 (Ruffhouse/Columbia) 

Our new motto here at SV is “life is too short to listen to 
boring albums.” With than in mind, Trip 66’s album isn’t 
worth the time it takes to play it all the way through. 
Recycled hard rock riffs, albeit in a somewhat soulful, 
semi-psychedelic framework and Maria’s gritty vocals are 
certainly an asset but those are the only positives | can 
come up with, here. For all the competent dynamics, 
there’s nothing all that moving here. 


TURMOIL-From Bleeding Hands (Century Media) 

A powerful ten song recording that seethes with raw 
energy and intense anger. The songs’ ideas are original, 
rather than reassembled riffs from their favorite hardcore 
bands and lyrics have depth and definition, as opposed to 
obscure phrases that happen to rhyme. Doing justice to 
the remnants of hardcore in the Pennsylvania area. (1453- 
A 14th St., #324, Santa Monica, CA 90404) (Zak) 


UNCLE WIGGLY-Jump Back, Baby (Teen Beat) 

Eclectic pop music that sporadically gells into some- 
thing interesting. Alternately and cumulatively jangly, abra- 
sive and minimalist. The mainly brief compositions come 
across as haphazard and disjointed but also good-na- 
tured—there’s a simple hookiness for “The Plentitude,” 
“Yr. Hed” and “Rat's Rabbits.” Beautiful eco-pak packag- 
ing but, musically, it's the classic mixed-bag. (PO Box 
3265, Arlington, VA 22203) 


UNIVERSAL VAGRANTS (Get Hip) 

A love for rough ‘n tumble rock ‘n roll is omnipresent in 
the Vagrants’ righteous repertoire. I’m not just talking 
about them covering Montrose’s. underrated “Rock The 
Nation,” either. A familiarity with Detroit scorch and the 
majesty of the Dictators are two influences that obviously 
. come to mind. “Out Of The Grey” quotes from the Dics’ 
“Science Gone Too Far’ and features vocals from Slaugh- 
ter & The Dogs’ Wayne Barrett while “One Of These Days” 
snitches a bit from “Stay With Me.” Garage raunch, bad- 
ass guitar slinging and letting up very little (save for a slight 
mis-step on the not-to-inspired folky jangle of “Missing 
Link”). This has been out awhile and was actually re- 
corded in late ’91 but Get Hip just sent it and I’m glad they 
did. (PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 15317) 


UNTITLED (Drag City) 

From the mind of Smog’s Cynthia Dall (with some help 
from Jim O'Rourke and fellow Smog-ger Bill Callahan) 
comes Untitled, which could be referred to as a female 
Smog (“Smogette”?). Slow-moving songs, sad and de- 
pressing atmosphere and a strikingly-haunting sound, like 
being trapped inside an empty castle while it's snowing 
outside. Cynthia’s voice has that right cross of schoolgirl 
naive attitude and world-weary sexiness. While this may 
not appeal to everyone, it sure beats any false-happiness 
pop-punk bands you'll ever hear, that’s for sure. (PO Box 
476867, Chicago, IL 60647) (Scott Munroe) 


UNWRITTEN LAW-Oz Factor (Epic) 

Once again, presenting an ultra-polished punk vision. 
Unwritten Law have the California sound down pat, mak- 
ing sense since they're Californians (Is this leading any- 
where?). Bad Religion, Pennywise, All, Big Drill Car— 
that’s the litany of influences and Brian Baker contributes 
lead guitar for one song. Ruthlessly-efficient, listener- 
friendly, perky and catchy in the right places and yet it 
bugs me, for some reason. Is it possible to be too pat, too 
packaged, too predictable? That seems to be the case 
with Unwritten Law. 


UNWOUND-Repetition (Kill Rock Stars) 

The new album's called “Repitition’ but they're not 
repeating themselves. Aren't we writers clever? No we're 
not, but Unwound are. A well-balanced blend, from the 


storming frenzy of “Message Received” and “Murder 
Movies” to the dub “Sensible” to the Jehu-like clang of 
“Lady Elect.” “For Your Entertainment,” an indictment of 
the music biz, rings loud ‘n clear especially after just 
getting off the phone with a publicist crowing about the 
latest “product” (her word, not mine!). That song is dense, 
lumbering and haunting, with a tense interplay between 
howling guitar and languid, melodic bass and one of the 
band’s best-ever tunes. Powerful and dynamic. (120 NE 
State St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


U.S. BOMBS-Garibaldi Guard! (Alive/Bomp) 

Old geezers from the early LA punk scene—and vocal- 
ist Duane Peters is a pretty well-known skating guy. Inlove 
with the ramalama poppy nature of early punk, especially 
the Clash and, while not as mind-blowing as I'd hoped for, 
still punching some of the right buttons. Yep, a song 
critiquing Billy Idol's career (“The Deadly Kiss”) and plenty 
of singalong choruses and guitar chime. “Retreads” has a 
particluarly memorable guitar hook. Familiar ground, but 
it’s always a path worth following. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, 
CA 91510) 


VANDALS-Quickening (Nitro) 

The lineups change (although it's been stable the last 
few years) but the Vandals refuse to die. In fact, they 
sound better than ever. The novelty aspect of mid-period 
material has been replaced, on the last two records, with 
a streamlined punk sound. Soulmates of Guttermouth, 
with tongue planted in cheek, and throwing in some smart- 
assed (but smart) lyrical shots: “/ don’t want to go to 
heaven/It's filled with pricks like you.” Fastér, louder and 
maintaining a melodic sense, as well. (7071 Warner Ave., 
F-736, Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 


VARIOUS-AlII The Punk...Fit To Print (Newspeak) 
Any compilation that features unreleased songs by 
Rhythm Collision and Bollweevils (a cover of Naked 
Raygun’s “Vanilla Blue”) is worth my time, as well as 
yours. Most bands here are on the tuneful, buzzsaw side. 
Some new names to watch, here, are Blindsided and 
Sidecar. Other bands include Lagwagon, Zoinks, Skankin’ 
Pickle, Against All Authority, Gotohells and Fury 66. 
There’s also a bonus, uncredited live track that, I’m pretty 
sure, is by the Voodoo Glowskulls. A nice start for this 
label. (7095 Hollywood Blvd., #657, Hollywood, CA 90028) 


VARIOUS-The Beautiful People (LFM) 

A Columbus compilation and nothing to rival the New 
Bomb Turks, Gaunt or Thos. Jefferson Slave Apts. Mainly 
collegiate/indy pop from bands called Earwig, Preston 
Furman, Monster Zero, Ugly Stick and Bigfoot. Monster 
Zero and Bigfoot do add a bit of enjoyable disonnance to 
the mix and Preston Furman are passable, ina Pavement 
way, but it’s hardly enough to be this compilation’s saving 
grace. (PO Box 09851, Columbus, OH 43209) 


VARIOUS-Blindspot CD Sampler (Blindspot) 

A cheap ($3) way to sample a lot of bands distributed 
by this company—and with 33 songs, there’s sure to be 
something you like. Everything from ska (Against All 
Authority, Less Than Jake) to grind (Assuck) to surf (Man 
Or Astro Man) to emo (Tomorrow) to pop/punk 
(Vanbuilderass) to mean hardcore (Integrity, Ascension). 
A smattering of unreleased songs and, while | was doing 
a lot of track skipping, if you can’t get enough of comps, it’s 
worth checking out. (PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 
32604-4636) , 


VARIOUS-Ceremony Of Fire (Uprising) 

A benefit compilation for imprisoned Native American 
activist Rod Coronado. This features a new, unreleased 
song by Earth Crisis, as head as heart-stopping hardcore, 
metal, punk, reggae and hip-hip tunes from the likes of 
Birthright, Abegnation, Painstake, Culture and more. (PO 
Box 490, Laguna Beach, CA 92652) (Zak) 


VARIOUS-Chernobyl: Endless Tragedy (Friendly Cow) 

Somehow, the other CD’s I've listened to today don’t 
seem asimportantas this one. Acompilation of bands and 
activists (interview segments) from around the globe to 
benefit Mama-86, a Ukraine non-profit group dedicated to 
providing assistance to those affected by the Chemobyl 
nuclear accident and acting as an informational clearing- 
house for these concerns. A strong assortment of bands 


spanning the mainly punk spectrum, including 
Propagandhi, Jello Biafra (doing straight-up country and 
covering a pro-nuke song!), Rhythm Collision, | Spy, 
Schwarzeneggar and Inquisition, who contribute a burn- 
ing, buried treasure. Biafra, Noam Chomsky, Mama-86 
founder Anna Syomina and other anti-nuke acitivists offer 
their opinions, as well. An hour and a quarter of material. 
(In US: $12 ppd from Tiny Records, PO Box 979, Ft. 
Lauderdale, FL 33302/Elsewhere: 20 DM from Friendly 
Cow Records, Schitzenstr. 217, 44147 Dortmund, GER- 
MANY) 


VARIOUS-Chicago Versus Amsterdam (Hopeless, EP) 

Bollweevils, 88 Fingers Louie, Funeral Oration and 
NRA. Two are from Chicago, two are from Holland and 
they all ply furious, catchy punk rock. Four great tunes, 
unavailable elsewhere. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 
91409-7495) 


VARIOUS-Dad, Are We Punk Yet (Harmless) 

Bands from Illinois and Indiana and yep, they're punk. 
A few bigger names in the Bollweevils and Squirtgun, as 
well as such tuneful contenders as The Mushuganas, The 
Fighters, Walker and ranty Hubcap. Along with Rocco and 
Johann’s Face (and a few others), there’s no shortage of 
quality punk labels or bands coming out of the Windy City 
and environs. (1437 W. Hood, Chicago, IL 60660) 


VARIOUS-Direction (Polyvinyl) 

Comp that comes with issue #5 of Polyvinyl ‘zine. 20 
tracks from bands you don’t see on every comp, for a 
change...emo-drenched material from Clairmel, Rail, Gus, 
Walker, Orwell and others. Many bands play in the me- 
lodic, but angst-filled post-hardcore sound and a good % 
of ‘em do it effectively. (PO Box 1885, Danville, IL 61834- 
1885) 


VARIOUS-Diversified Chaos Compilation (Motherbox) 

Pretty even split between good and not-so-good and, 
interestingly, the better stuff comprises the first half of this 
22 band comp, before running (mostly) out of gas. Pas- 
sionate, burning songs from Horace Pinker, Sleepasaurus, 
Buford, Violent Society and Lifeball. The back half treads 
into largely emo territory with less success, except for the 
Grey Spikes’ punk/garage blitz. (60 Denton Ave., E. 
Rockaway, NY 11518) 


VARIOUS-Duh...This Is A CD Promo 

The CD equivalent of the dreaded cassette comp. 
Mainly heavy hardcore bands, with a reggae song thrown 
in, from bands called No Redeeming Social Value, 
Putdown, Setback, Struggle Within and others. A few 
lively moments, some wretched dreck and, if you're won- 
dering why I’m not more specific, it’s because there’s no 
track listing. Dirt cheap, though, for an hour of music. 
($3.50 to RG Walter, PO Box 645, NY, NY 10001) 


VARIOUS-Estrus Cocktail Companion (Estrus) 

Songs about boozin’, done in a variety of (mainly 
instrumental) musical styles from surf to rockabilly to 
quasi-lounge music to garage stomp. Teengenerate steal 
the show with the raving “Let's Take Another Booze,” Man 
Or Astro-Man twang it on “The Carbonated Comet” and 
Girl Trouble add honkin’ sax to the reverb for “A Shot In 
The Dark” (from the Pink Panther). Other notables include 
Southern Culture On The Skids, The Makers and Satan’s 
Pilgrims. Shake it up! (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 
98227) 


VARIOUS-Flex Your Specs (Ringing Ear) 

Jon Clark deserves credit for running a superb label 
from the isolated surroundings of New Hampshire. The 
entire label roster is represented here, from Jon’s original 
band the AG’s(who basically became Sinkhole), Doc 
Hopper, Bender, New Sweet Breath, Huffy and Sinkhole 
themselves. An emphasis on the accessible side of the 
punk spectrum, while maintaining the necessary energy 
level. A full-length CD for $3... well-worth it, especially to 
have some of the label's 7" output in the digital format. (9 
Maplecrest, Newmarket, NH 03857-1401) 


VARIOUS-From Under You: 7 Boston Area Trios (Fat 
Baby) 

All guitar-oriented bands, mainly on the poppy and/or 
grungy end of things but still with a certain amount of 
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originality. Flycatcher's aggro comes off most success- 
fully, as do Vic Firecracker Trio and Mauthmann’s 
minimalist electro-buzz is appealing as well. Red Eye 9, 
Blanket Party, Grunk and Love Mustard round out this not- 
bad assortment. (PO Box 144, State House, Boston, MA 
02133) 


VARIOUS-Frontline Foundation (Black Tar/Looney 
Bin, dbl. CD) 

This double CD comp benefits the Frontline Founda- 
tion, an organization in California that feeds the homeless 
and has been under harrassment from authorities for 
attempting to achieve those ends. A ridiculous amount of 
music with over 60 bands represented. Some of the bigger 
names: No Use For AName, Naked Aggression, Tiltwheel, 
The Gain, Schleprock, Jimmy Eat World, McRackins, Das 
Klown. How do you review something like this? Crusty 
punk to thrash to poppy stuff to an experimental moment 
or two. (1503 Bainum Dr., Topanga, CA 90290) 


VARIOUS-The Good Life (Good Life) 

A brutal comp that brings you the best of the European 
scene. Bands like Congress, Blindfold, Liarand Mainstrike 
give a true depiction of the European scene’s serious 
nature—it’s very much alive. (PO Box 114, 8500 Kortijk, 
BELGIUM) (Zak) 


VARIOUS-How To Get To Heaven From Central Florida 
(Deltona) 

Mainly demo quality recordings from these bands. A 
mix of bad death metal, hardcore and punk, with the 
uptempo emo of Happy Cynics, Sweat Hogs’ and Pros- 
pect: Zero’s punchy punk and aggressive hardcore from 
Short Fuse making the best impression out of the thirteen 
bands, here. (1025 Portland St., Deltona, FL 32725) 


VARIOUS-In Memory Of Celtic Frost (Dwell) 

Paying tribute to one of the coolest metal bands of the 
"80s. It’s not too cool to like metal anymore and, truth be 
told, metal's in a state of disarray but Celtic Frost were a 
band that meant business between ’84 and ’87 or so. A 
mix of thrash metal and doomy passages, eventually 
adding bizarre classical, operatic and experimental ele- 
ments. The bands, here, concentrate mainly on their first 
three albums and there are also two covers from Frost's 
primitive predecessor Hellhammer. Frost mainman Tom 
G. Warrior shows up in his new band, Apollyon’s Sun, to 
cover “Babylon Fell.” Opeth add keyboard signatures to 
“Circle Of The Tyrants.” Norway black metal merchants 
Mayhem (that crazy band where certain members died 
under mysterious circumstances, committed murder, etc...) 
slug their way through “Visual Aggression” and Closedown 
do an extended, ambient take on “Danse Macabre.” Not 
about to replace the real thing, so check those out first, 
especially “Morbid Tales.” (PO Box 39439, LA, CA 90039) 


VARIOUS-Invasion Of The Indie Snatchers (Allied) 
Twenty-plus band compilations are tough to sit through 
all at once; it’s better to sample it a little at a time. | did it 
with this one and there are lots of inspired performances. 
Covering the entire punk and hardcore spectrum, from the 
boil-over rage of Absolute Zero to V.Card’s DC-tinged 
melodicism to Greensleep’s All-inspired poppiness to 
Nevertheless’ emo. Strawman, who are apparently pack- 
ing it in, still have one unique vocalist in Tommy Strange, 
with his Waits-ish growl juxtaposed against the band’s 
tuneful punk sound. The bands are sequenced in alpha- 
betical order (how democratic!) and the artwork a nifty 
parody on a horror movie theme. Another fine coordina- 
tion effort by Mr. Yates. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 


VARIOUS-Live At The Bottom Of The Hill (New Red 
Archives) 

Four bands caught live and representing the tougher 
side of the Bay Area punk scene. The Nukes start off with 
a scrappy, almost R&B meets garage-inspired sound 
that’s raw and aggressive to the core. Jack Killed Jill are 
rooted in more of aclassic Cali punk tradition, with hintings 
of melody popping through. Social Unrest are the old farts 
back from the grave and, while somewhat sloppy, it’s 
great to hear Creetin's yammering croon and such blister- 
ing classics as “General Enemy” and “Thinking Of Sui- 
cide.” The amazing Swingin’ Utters wrap it up with some 
of their true crowd-pleasers, namely “Petty Wage,” “Just 
Like Them” and “Teenage Genocide.” Some inspiring 


sounds to be found from all four bands. (PO Box 210501, 
San Francisco, CA 94121) 


VARIOUS-Living In Fear (Ransom Note) 

File this one under “good causes” and also file it under 
“good comps.” A benefit for children who are victims of 
domestic violence and the proceeds go to the Eastside 
Domestic Violence Program. Twenty rough ‘n tumble 
punk and hardcore bands, with scorching material from 
the likes of 88 Fingers Louie, Bristle, Piss Drunks, Wretched 
Ones, NewBomb Turks, Rhythm Collision and the Queers. 
The big names as well as lesser-knowns turn out to help 
the cause of abused kids. (PO Box 40164, Bellevue, WA 
98015) 


VARIOUS-Localism (It’s Alive) 

Chronicling of the Oxnard, CA area, put together by /t’s 
Alive ‘zine guy Fred Hammer (he’s also in SYG). Old- 
timers Stalag and Ill Repute show up, there’s a so-so '92 
track from Strife and some high-powered hardcore from 
the likes of No Motiv, Clenched Fists, It Doesn't Matter and 
others. Most bands here stick to the fast California punk ‘n 
hardcore sound, harkening back to a time when hardcore 
didn’t mean sloggish metal and such distinctions weren't 
important, anyway (still aren't!). Nice DIY effort, on lovely 
lavender vinyl and with a booklet and a copy of Fred’s 
Localism newsletter. (PO Box 6326, Oxnard, CA 93031- 
6326) 


VARIOUS-Lounge Ax Defense & Relocation Compact 
Disc (Touch & Go) 

Indy rock's finest gather their forces to help out this 
Chicago club that has been under attack from various 
powers-that-be and a pissed-off neighbor. All unreleased 
material and some stylistic diversions for some of the 
parties involved; there’s free-jazz noise from YoLa Tengo, 
a raucous rock meets EZ-listening track by the Coctails, 
surf wackiness by the Archers Of Loaf and ambient dub 
rock from Tortoise. Jesus Lizard, Shellac (with a ZZ Top 
greasy-rock tinge), Guided By Voices, Sebadoh, 
Superchunk and Seam are up to their usual enjoyable 
shenanigans, as well. It’s a tribute to this club’s integrity 
and popularity that they’re able to get such a strong 
assortment of bands. Hope it all works out. (POB 25520, 
Chicago, IL 60625) 


VARIOUS-MOM: Music For Our Mother Ocean 
(Surfdog/Interscope) 

While this comp is nothing special, it’s to benefit the 
Surfrider Foundation, a group dedicated to the preserva- 
tion of the oceans. For info on them, write to 122 S. El 
Camino Real, San Clemente, CA 92672. Bands here run 
the gamut from punk to alternative to reggae to ska and 
there are bignames—Pennywise, Helmet, Soundgarden, 
Ramones, No Doubt, Blink-182, Porno For Pyros, Rev. 
Horton Heat and Pearl (ugh!) Jam—and none of ‘em are 
particularly memorable. Pennywise really massacres 
“Surfin’ USA.” Actually, two of the stronger cuts come 
from Nirvana-bes Everclear, with a potent fuzz rush and 
silverchair's lo-fi cover of “Surfin’ Bird.” Go figure... 


VARIOUS-No Time To Panic! (Panic) 

If you haven't burnt out on melodic punk, yet, this 
samplers probably worth checking out. Almost all of it 
unreleased and mainly straight-ahead, energetic material 
from bands from everywhere. Among the better known 
bands: NOFX (an Avengers’ cover), Rhythm Collision, 
Squirtgun and Gigantor. Other notables include White 
Frogs, Chromosomes and Point Of View. 20 songs in all. 
(Via degli Ausoni, 84-00185 Roma, ITALY) 


VARIOUS-Nothing To Believe In (Know) 

The bands on this compilation—36 in all—tend to play 
it louder ‘n faster, with a few stranger entries as well. Way 
too many to mention ‘em all but furious material comes 
from The Suspects, The Meatmen, All Day, Insult, Apoca- 
lypse Hoboken and The Fumes. On the slightly more 
tuneful tip—Horace Pinker, Moral Crux, Glue Gun, Blount. 
Rancid Hell Spawn get strange, The Meatmen are good 
for a laugh and Rhythm Collision murder Fine Young 
Cannibals’ “She Drives Me Crazy.” Not many clinkers—a 
high level of quality for the most part. All for $8 and well- 
worth it. (PO Box 4830, Long Beach, CA 90804) 


VARIOUS-Pipeline! Live Boston Rock On WMBR 


(Kimchee, 2 CD) 

Us Boston-area residents don’t realize how good we 
have it with the college radio stations around here, espe- 
cially WHRB and WMBR. Pipeline! is the local music show 
on ‘MBR and has been presenting live sets since ’89. This 
two disc set, to benefit the station, features live-in-studio 
performances by 40 area acts, spanning the rock spec- 
trum, but mainly on the edgy side of things. 6L6, Tree, 
Mung, Green Magnet School, Slughog, The Queers, Otis 
and Bullet LaVolta represent the louder end of the spec- 
trum. Anastasia Screamed cover Television's “Marquee 
Moon” and it’s better than anything they ever did. Ditto for 
the Dambuilders’ “Digitized.” Strong pop songs by Moving 
Targets, King Moon Razer (Duke Roth’s underrated pre- 
Bullet La Volta and Smackmelon band) and the Cavedogs. 
A good sampling of local sounds and a lot of these songs 
are unavailable elsewhere. (246 Essex St., Beverly, MA 
01915) 


VARIOUS-Pogo, Strut, Slam, Swivel + Mosh (Devil 
Doll) 

Mainly poppy/punk stuff from all over the place anda 
good percentage unreleased. NOFX contribute a thrashy 
84 demo track (not exactly stellar) and there’s crunchy, 
catchy tunes by the likes of Her Fault, Screw32, Lagwagon, ° 
Automatic 7, Tiltwheel, Everready and Fury 66. 25 bands 
in all. Seems as though the compilation glut is running 
neck and neck with the 7" glut, but the material here is 
mainly good quality. (2533 E. Broadway, Ste. 8, Long 
Beach, CA 90803) 


VARIOUS-Psycho Civilized (Elevator) 

Lotsa tough-guy sounding bands, grinding out material 
closer to metal than punk (that’s what hardcore is these 
days, | suppose) and only a handful of cuts I'd want to hear 
again. 25 Ta Life actually infuse their heavy song with a 
semi-catchy chorus, Shiv do justice to Gang Of Four’s 
“Natural’s Not In It,” Cornerstone serve up good old-style 
hardcore and Killing Time hammer hard with “Pokerface.” 
On the other hand, bands like Blood Runs Black, Dismay, 
Dissolve, Jasta 14, Ashpalt et a/ reinforce my belief that 
much of today’s hardcore is blustery and boring. (PO Box 
1502, New Haven, CT 06505) 


VARIOUS-Punk Bites (Fearless) 

Yikes—an inundation of compilations lately (hey, that 
thymes—|’m so fuckin’ clever!), but this one’s a good one. 
An embarrassment of riches, with slammin’ poppy fodder 
by Schleprock, Ten Foot Pole, Hi-Standard and Fed Up, 
angrier exhortations by Straight Faced, classic SoCal 
hardcore from Ignite and Das Klown, ska by Assorted Jelly 
Beans and raging snot courtesy of the Nobodys. That's 
just scratching the surface. Also appearing: DI, Vandals, 
Strung Out, No Use For A Name, Glue Gun (covering the 
Angry Samoans’ “Gas Chamber’). Most of the songs are 
unreleased, as well. If you’re not “comped-out,” this is 
worth owning. (13772 Goldenwest St., #545, Westminster, 
CA 92683) 


VARIOUS-Silver Lake: What A Drag! (Neurotic) 

Hodgepodge of musical styles from churning alternarock 
(Flourescein) to effective psychemetalblast (Lutefisk) to 
pop (Velouria) and, best of all, the snot-bash punk of 
Snap-Her who pitch in “Conformist Cunt” and their classic 
“| Wanna Beavis You.” Popdefect, Extra Fancy, Touch 
Candy and The Negro Problem also contribute songs with 
varying success levels. (PO Box 445, Walnut, CA 91788- 
0445) 


VARIOUS-The Sons And Daughters Of This Savage 
Land (Hardline) 

Thisisn’tthe Hardline Records that put out those vegan 
fascist bands several years back, so don’t fret. Instead, 
the powers that be at this label have brought together the 
entire “Confederacy Of Scum” and associated pals for a 
rootin’ tootin, ass-stompin’ collection of punk majesty. 
Tough tracks from Antiseen, Cocknoose, Rancid Vat, The 
Toughskins, Hellstomper, Muder Junkies and New 
Hampshire’s own Tunnel Rats with odes to their home 
State (“Live Free Or Die”) and my beloved New England 
Patriots (“Patriots Militia”). Buzzsaw mania from all parties 
involved. (PO Box 21102, Tampa, FL 33622) 


VARIOUS-Spinnin’ The Chamber (Last Resort) 
Bands from all over the planet and, as far as punk 


comps go, not bad but there’s not a lot of life-changing 
stuff either. The Bristles connect with their scrappy, but 
melodic sound; The Bollweevils, Bad Communication, 
Moral Crux and Fighting Cause all know how to write 
catchy material, as well. Fat Day and Stinkerbell come 
from the rough ‘n riveting end of the spectrum. Pounded 
Clown’s ska, on the other hand, sounds forced and Legal 
Weapor’s stab at raw punk, coming a good 13 or so years 
after their (brief) heyday is just pathetic. Real hit and miss. 
(PO Box 2986, Covina, CA 91722) 


VARIOUS-The Day The Needles Stood Still (Alt. Ten- 
tacles) 

A collection of six recent 7" releases from AT, all still 
available in the 7" format. Radiopuhelimet connect with a 
potent scorch/punk/noise attack. Life After Life don’t fare 
as well, varying between polka punk and semi-gothic 
material. Pachinko get things going again with a dark 
aggressive style touching on Jesus Lizard’s rhythmic fury 
and adding sheetrock guitar layers. Saturn’s Flea Collar 
delve into punk for “Boner In The Logo” but getinto an arty, 
experimental rut for their other two songs. Molotov Cock- 
tail and Buzzkill end things with some hard-edged raging, 
especially for MC’s “Jerks In Progress” and Buzzkill's 
“Fuck Your Band.” Four out of six ain't bad. Another fine 
sleeve by John Yates, as well. (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 
94141) 


VARIOUS-Trash On Demand, Vol. 1 (Ultra Under) 

Hand-picked by the Ultra-Under MAN himself, Mr. Jeff 
Dahl. This int'l comp has a little of everything. There’s 
scrap-heap punk from Nuevo Catecismo Catolico, Candy 
500 and buzz-poppers Hang-Ups. Ex-Hammersmith Go- 
tilla Jesse Hector contributes Stooges’ inspired rock and 
there’s even a country dust-up from Al Perry. Jeff's taste 
veers towards the more melodic side of things—this ain’t 
no Crypt comp—but there are some rockin’ moments to 
be found. (PO Box 1867, Cave Creek, AZ 85331) 


VARIOUS-Tube: Atlantic Surf Essentials (CherryDisc) 

Yep, even up here in Massachusetts, where summer 
lasts about 15 minutes, the roar of the surf lives in the soul 
of many local musicians. Reverb ‘n twang from eight local 
devotees, from the sinister soundtrack sounds of the Ray 
Corvair Tdo to spirited material from Surficide and the 
Bald Guys to slightly garagier vibes from Tidal Wave. The 
Fathoms have the lounge music meets the 
beach ambiance, with the /taliano guitar sig- 
natures and sax bleats for “Incogntio,” along 
with the more traditional-sounding “Cervesa 
On The Mesa.” Doing justice to the sound and 
not just one-dimensional. (PO Box 990424, 
Boston, MA 02199) 


VARIOUS-Take 
(Wonderdrug) 

Bands from Mass., NH and Vermontand all 
of ‘em playing in a mainly hard ‘n heavy vein. 
Over half of it unreleased, too. Mung score 
with their feisty punk sound and there’s also 
spirited muck-flaying by Scissorfight, 
Honkebyball, 6L6 and promising newcomers 
Rocketsled. Swank’s more straight-forward 
metalisn’t quite as appealing and Slughog are 
hit ‘n miss on their two tracks. Stompbox still 
sound like Zombie/Helmet clones. Also 
appearking are Slaughter Shack, Quintaine 
Americana and Malachite. A decent primer on 
the area’s darker-tinged underbelly. (:PO Box 
995, Boston, MA 02193) 


Your Medicine 


V.CARD-3 Piece Set (Allied, EP) 

Three musicians in V.Card and three new 
songs for this three piece set. Bad intro, but, 
hey, it's beena long day. V.Card’s songwriting 
continues to evolve, mixing melody and emo- 
tional delivery in non-contrived fashion. Ving’s 
vocals are getting more expressive and pas- 
sionate with each subsequent release and 
they add complexity to the arrangements with- 
out losing focus. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 
94146) 


VEIN (Rectal) 
Verbalizing life’s frustrations and some sick 


fantasies with a buzz-punk/metal attack. “Revenge” starts 
with the great line “| CAN’T TAKE IT ANYMORE!!!” and 
kicks into a thrash-fuzz rush. “Surreal Killer” offers faux 
jazzy do-bop. Nope, they’re not always as funny as they 
think they are but you've got to love the antisocial attitude. 
(PO Box 210322, Woodhaven, NY 11421-0322) 


VERSUS-Deep Red (Teen Beat, EP)/Secret Swingers 
(Caroline) 

The band’s disarming pop sounds are present on both 
releases, as usual, with the “Deep Red” EP adding a few 
offbeat twists to the formula. “Linus” is an enticingly- 
abrasive instrumental with an incessant rhythm, a 
buzzcloud of guitar feedback and someone pretending 
he’s acat. “Deep Red” plumbs the somber depths, with a 
subtle, but sour string arrangement that builds to a louder 
peak. The hooks find their way more easily with “Shooting 
Star’ and “Dead City.” Versus’ new full-length connects 
with some engaging melodies for “Yeah You” and “Double 
Suicide (Mercy Killing),” which slyly swipes its ending from 
Wire’s “Mercy” and at least they own up to it in the title. 
“Shower Song” rocks with less-contained ferocity. Three 
Filipinos from Michigan and a woman from Texas who 
have a sound echoing early 80s Boston (Burma and 
Salem 66) and create their own blending of beauty and 
disonnance. (PO Box 3265, Arlington, VA 22203) 


VERUCA SALT-Biow It Out Your Ass It’s Veruca Salt 
(DGC, EP) 

Veruca Salt get the Albini treatment, meaning a louder, 
livelier production and two of the songs, “Shimmer Like A 
Girl” and “I’m Taking Euroe With Me,” do rock with unex- 
pected fury. The angelic vocals vie witha feisty axe attack. 
The other two songs are poppier and less exceptional. Still 
not a lot to crow over, I’m afraid. 


VIOLENT SOCIETY-The Rise Of Punk Doesn’t Meen 
Anything... (Cl, 10") 

The second half of that title is “...to an industry where 
things die quick!” Violent Society want nothing to do with 
the music biz “game” and keep it real and raw on this EP. 
Totally raging incessapt hardcore, with blazing guitars 
and agitated vocals, mainly at a high clip, although they 
slow it down for the pounding “I’m Alone.” A mix of early 
80s UK and US hardcore mania and dishing it out with 
trebly abandon. (739 Manor St., Lancaster, PA 17603) 
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VITAMADE-Everything You Need (Bong Load, EP) 

High-energy rock with punkish overtones. Too sprightly 
to be grunge, too rock ‘n roll to be punk—isn’t everyone 
sick of labels, anyway? The songs are short and mainly 
furious, especially lead track “And You Lose.” Worth a few 
spins, at least. (PO Box 931538, Hollywood, CA 90093- 
1538) 


VITREOUS HUMOR (Crank, EP) 

Rough pop music with strong melodies and infectious 
adrenalin. “Invention Is A National Treasure” features a 
haunting guitar hook and soul-strafing vocals. Nothing 
complex but getting the job done with volume and pas- 
sion—no wimpiness to be found. (1223 Wilshire Bivd., 
#173, Santa Monica, CA 90403) 


VIVA SATELLITE-Nishma (Teen Beat) 

Viva Satellite have a different take on the whole notion 
of alternative country music. A three piece, with vocals 
traded among Dan Morrissey, Rob Christiansen (Eggs/ 
Said & Done) and Lauren Feldsher, who proves to be the 
stronger songwriter. Quite honestly, only the same-sex 
lyrics are at all outside the norm for country dance music 
and even they are relatively conventional in approach. A 
musically-varied approach, with Morrissey’s narrative lend- 
ing a vaguely Cajun feel to some tracks. Mostly, they're a 
straight-forward, easy-going country band who happen to 
be gay. “Legend...” and “Supreme Courting” are the best 
of an unspectacular selection of songs. (PO Box 3265, 
Arlington, VA 22203) (Angela Sawyer) 


VOORHEES-Smiling At Death (Grand Theft Audio) 

This might've gone in the reissue section, since this 69 
track (yeah, 69 track) CD is a compilation of their LP, 7", 
demos and various outtakes, but it's of recent vintage ('92- 
'94) so, well... let's get on with the review. This makes me 
believe in the power of hardcore, once again. A steam- 
roller onslaught of intense thrash, bellowed lyrics and 
riveting power. Voorhees, a UK band, crib well from early 
DRI, Negative Approach, DYS and it’s clever how they 
Steal the riff from Impact Unit's “Nightstalker” for their own 
“New Disease.” Lots of covers from the likes of NA, DYS, 
Black Flag, Faith and Raw Power, doing ‘em justice. Even 
with the obvious affinity for those classic hardcore sounds, 
the band’s boiling-over execution makes it sound fresh 
and a welcome antidote to the slog-metal that 
modern hardcore has become. Fucking great! 
(501 W. Glenoaks Bivd., #313, Glendale, CA 
91202) 


V.3-Photograph Burns (American) 

The first cut, “American Face,” delivers a 
scathing rake at you, inquisitive consumer. It 
rocks ala Husker Di, to name an oldie, and is 
good ‘n loud. These boyz got “riddim” and loud 
lead melodies; ah meanz toons, y'know. That 
said, the CD really cries out for more lead- 
melodic wank. Why? Because we're talkin’ 
music noise here and, being an aurual (oral) 
medium...oh, hell, OK, there’s some oomph 
here and there. “End Of The Bar’ clearly shows 
drone sensibilities, good empathy and these 
fuckers wanna be heard! Why, why?? Again, 
some pretty noise, user-friendly and...your 
) move! (Dave Beach) 


» WARMERS (Dischord) 

4 The return of Alec MacKaye, playing guitar 
and singing in this trio that also includes two 
former members of Lois. Brittle, angular 
stripped-down minimalist rock that bear a few 
similarities to his brother lan’s band but there 
are also older reference points to be found— 
Gang Of Four, Wire and the Slits, mainly. 
Alec’s approach to guitar is basic and scraping, 
creating textures more than power-chords. Still, 
there’s some formidable slash for “The 
Lowdown,” “Walking Solves It” and “That Beau- 
tiful Light,” with sympathetic support from the 
watchspring rhythm section. Creating impact 
without going the bombastic route. (3819 
Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 20007) 


WARZONE-Lower East Side (Victory, EP) 


You always go back to what you do best, so Raybeez 
and his latest Warzone compatriots have re-recorded the 
songs from the long out-of-print (and horribly recorded) 
“Lower. East Side Crew” EP, adding a cover of The 
Business’ “The Real Enemy.” Much-better production and 
full-on old-school hardcore pillage. Hope the Nuge doesn't 
sue (or shoot!) for sampling from “Double Live Gonzo”! 
Sounds better than it did “back in the day”... (PO Box 
146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 


WESTON-Got Beat Up (Go-Kart) 

Weston seem like such a likeable band and their songs 
havea self-deprecating, underdog outlook butthis album’s 
still somewhat disappointing. At their best, the songs have 
acrackling, hook-filled drive and, yet, there’s something a 
little too polished about some of the material on this album. 
The balladesque “New Shirt” and “Your Summer Dresses 
Bore Me” have the same vibe as newer Goo Goo Dolls 
material and that’s not a good thing. | wanted to like this 
more, | really did... (PO Box 20, Prince St. Station, NY, NY 
10012) 


WESLEY WILLIS FIASCO-Spookydisharmoniouscon- 
flicthellride (Urban Legends) 

Wesley's become quite the cult item—wanrbling his 
unique narratives/tales/mantras over an assortment of 
musical backings on past releases and, here, he has the 
powerhouse hard rock/funk of the Fiasco. Caspar is a 
homosexual ghost, Jesus is the answer and Steve Albini 
is the man in’ Wesley's universe. Subtlety isn’t in his 
milieu—not with a song like “Pop That Pussy.” A voyeuristic 
glimpse into the mind of a visionary/lunatic. (PO Box 
148216, Chicago, IL 60614) 


WIPERS-The Herd (Tim/Kerr) 

Greg Sage’s guitar and vocal style are one of rock’s 
most unique and: instantly-recognizable combinations. 
Far better than ’92s “Silver Sail,” passionate and emo- 
tional with the musical colors that Sage uses to express 


his vision—warm, slightly melancholic and with full-bod- 
ied texture (shit, sounds like I’m describing a beer!). 
Tasteful guitar signatures that become an expressive 
voice on their own and backed by Steve Plouf’s steady 
whomp. More uptempo, hard-rocking material this time, 
with only one real “ballad” (“Sinking As A Stone”). Sage 
has been atit since ’78 and, even if the records don’tcome 
out as often as they used to, he’s still a formidable and 
underrated talent. (PO Box 42423, Portland, OR 97242) 


WRENS-Secaucus (Grass) 

No New Jersey jokes, | promise, even with the self- 
referential album title. What we have here is sort of an XTC 
for the 90s. The Wrens’ sense of pop history goes back, 
a bit, remembering that things like hooks, harmonies and 
rock ‘n roll roots aren't anything to be ashamed of. Less 
haphazard than their last album, though they maintain the 
compositional eclecticism along with a mainly high energy 
level. Some Beach Boys harmonizin’ for “Jane Fakes A 
Hug,” punky energy on “Rest Your Head” and “Hats Off To 
Marriage, Baby” and some kickass, non-linear piano 
pounding spicing up “Indie 500.” Lots of creativity at work. 


STEVE WYNN-Melting In The Dark (Zero Hour) 
Steve Wynn’s crowning musical acheivement came in 
1982 with the Dream Syndicate’s “Days Of Wine And 


Roses” album and he hasn't come anywhere near that’ 


manic level of gut level psychedlia and urban blues since. 
“Melting” is probably the best thing he’s done in a long 
time, at least. Given sympathetic accompaniment by the 
original lineup of Come, Wynn’s songs achieve a blend of 
semi-poetic lyricism, driving Velvets/Feelies-inspired rock 
and it’s sprinkled with blues and country-tinged inflec- 
tions. The dark, propulsive “Smooth” and gut-level rocker 
“Why” make the strongest impression here. (14 W. 23rd 
St., NY, NY 10010) 


X MEMBERS-Down With The Average Joe (Priority) 
X Members are, indeed, mostly ex-members of other 


bands—Gabby from Cadillac Tramps, Roger from ADZ 
and Mick from Aversion, along with skate legend Ray 
Bones and pal Mike Barnes. Fast-paced punk with a few 
speed metal flourishes and rootsy touches and keeping 
up a good head of steam, if not exactly breaking muchnew 
ground. (PO Box 2590, LA, CA 90078) 


X-RAYS-Speed Kills (Empty) 

Not some hot-rod revival band, although this British 
four-piece burn plenty of rubber, so to speak. White-hot 
garage stomp, with primitive production qualities, cheap- 
mike vocals and a guitar sound that blazes a hole to the 
soul. Combine that with attitude-laden song titles like “Shit 
Hits The Fan,” “Get The Fuck Outta Here” and “Good For 
Nuthin” and the fact that said tunes also deliver the 
musical goods and it’s enough scorch to get you through 
the day. (PO Box 12034, Seattle, WA 98102) 


YOU AND WHAT ARMY-Kinda Wanna (Big Deal) 

Some pop rocks, some doesn't and I’m afraid You And 
What Army are in the latter camp. Well-crafted and tuneful 
but only a few songs offer much energetic appeal and 
bands featuring violin as an instrument are an instant turn- 
off. Great band‘name, anyway. “Candy” shows some 
signs of life, as well. (PO Box 2072, Stuyvesant Station, 
NY, NY 10009) 


YOUTH BRIGADE-To Sell The Truth (BYO) 

Uptempo melodic punk from one of the bands that 
practically invented it—a fusion of SoCal speed and Brit 
singalongability, along with a jaundiced but not hopelessly 
cynical world-view. Few people croon like Shawn Stern 
and the songs have a streamlined energy. Bass-playing 
brother Adam and guitarist Jonnny Wickersham make 
their vocal debuts, as well. Not as much sound or fury as 
in ’83 (sorry!) or perhaps quite as youthful but still kickin’ 
it out. Hidden track is a Smiths’ cover—the third one by a 
punk band in recent months. Do | detect a trend? (PO Box 
67A64, LA, CA 90067) 
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,* ee In 1985, The Meatmen released their 
a ee classic punk opus War of the 
: ee Superbikes, featuring Brian Baker 
(Bad Religion, Dag Nasty) and Lyle 
“Bu Preslar (Minor Threat amhain). 
Never released on CD and unavailable 
for years, War of the Superbikes was 
remastered for this release. Wot 
satisfied to simply reissue War of 
the Superbikes, Tesco Vee and the 
boys recorded a whole album worth of 
new songse War of the Superbikes II 
includes special guests Brian Baker 
and Bianca Butthole Soba Trumpet ) 
TWO ALBUMS ON ONE OC 
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ADICTS-Best Of (Dojo) 

These “Clockwork Orange” punks (with a vocalist who 
combines the look with Marcel Marceau) always had a 
way with a hook. While mid-period material smoothed off 
the rough edges slightly, the Adicts’ best material con- 
nected with great singalong choruses and surging ener- 
getic appeal. “Viva‘La Revolution,” “Straight Jacket” and 
“Let's Go” still get the job done after all this time. Even 
“Love Sucks’ from their’93 album packs a punch. Monkey 
has a distinct voice and the band an enviable pop pa- 
nache. Everything you'd want. (PO Box 281, Canterbury, 
Kent CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 


A.G.’S-This Earth Sucks (Ringing Ear) 

The entire history of the AG’s (Amateur Gynecolo- 
gists), who were a predecessor to Sinkhole. Tuneful punk 
rock is expected and that’s what’s here, only the AG’s 
were doing it long before it was the “in-thing” to do. As time 
progressed, the band's instrumental and songwriting skills 
improved. Lyrics cover the usual plaints of problems with 
women, an ode to whippits, an anti-cop and anti-Replace- 
ments rant and covers from GG Allin, Rick Springfield and 
The Knack rounding out this 34 song collection. Four 
unreleased songs, from ’89, as well. Jon and Thatcher's 
liner notes, detailing the bands travails and triumphs, give 
you a sweat ‘n tears view of whatit's like to be a struggling 
band and there’s even a photo of the band with rock 
legend El Duce, taken at the Alamo. These guys were 
underrated. (9 Maplecrest, Newmarket, NH 03857) 


AGAINST-No Arms (Grand Theft Audio) 

Never heard of this California hardcore band before— 
they were supposed to release an album in’84 butit never 
happened. Piledriving, over the top thrash mania from the 
Discharge/Crucifix school. Loud, fast and with big, dra- 
matic chord changes while Jerry Clark hoarsely barks out 
the world-is-doomed sentiments. Studio tracks from ’83 
and ’84, live tracks from ’84 and rehearsal and live tracks 
from a ’92 reunion. Ever hear the expression “shreds”? 
This shreds! (501 W. Glenoaks Bivd., #313, Glendale, CA 
91202) 


ANTI-NOWHERE LEAGUE-We Are The League (Dojo) 

Scurrilous, obscene, anti-social and a barrel of fun. 
This is the Anti-Nowhere League album to own. Boister- 
ous anthems of glory and nastiness, from “I Hate People” 
to “We're The League” to the almost-touching “Woman’ to 
the all-time classic “So What.” Animal’s the original cock- 
ney lout from the gutter and his mates clunk their way 
heartily through the loud ‘n proud material. Far better than 
the “Best Of comp ‘cause they were never as good after 
this album. (PO Box 281, Canterbury, Kent CT1 2BB, 
ENGLAND) 


ANTI-PASTI-The Best Of (Dojo) 

Early 80s buzzsaw punk band, not really fitting in with 
the oi/street elements nor the thrash ‘n flail of Discharge 
and their ilk, but staking out energetic territory. Anti-Pasti 
started with simple, mid-tempo riffs and added the 
sloganeering anti-war/anti-government sentiments. While 
later material (about 1/3 of the songs here) sometimes 
added keyboards or less-savory new wavy elements, the 
likes of “No Government,” “Six Guns” and “Another Dead 
Soldier’ rocked with economical punk fury. The super-raw 
“1980s” and “Two Years Too Late,” from their tough-to- 
find debut 7", are particularly throttling. ‘The Last Call” 
album provides the quintessential dose of Anti-Pasti, but 
some of the single and EP tracks here can’t be slighted. 
(PO Box 281, Canterbury, Kent CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 


APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Date Rape Nation/Jerk 
Lessions (Johann’s Face) 

Combining their double 7" and 10" EPs with live tracks 
anda good loud punk blast itis. Todd’s phelgm at the back 
of the throat vocals mesh well with the punchy, catchy 
compositions. If the urge to chant “oi oi oi” along with some 
of the choruses happens (and it does here), then that’s a 
good thing. Tough melodies with a classic punk emphasis 
while also maintaining a modern tilt. It'll be tough to get 
“Gir!” or “Pop Goes The Weasel” or their cover of Gary 
Glitter’s “Hello Hello” out of your head. (PO Box 479-164, 


Chicago, IL 60647) 


APOLOGY-Pass You By (Lost & Found) 

Not only is Mike Gitter the hip ‘n happening A&R exec 
for Atlantic and the former ‘zinester (xXx) who later worked 
his way up to writing for the likes of Kerrang and Rip. He 
also has a musical history, startingin 1984 with No System 
(along with yours truly) and later with Apology and Grin. As 
for this reissue, melodic, emo rock with a folky undertow— 
solid chops and semi-catchy songs, but kind of a weak 
vocal presence. Weak? Oh, let’s just be honest and say 
Gitter’s voice wasn't that hot at that time and there’s a lot 
of backup help. A 7" from Grave Goods, a band with Colin 
Sears (Dag Nasty, Alloy and others) is included. Some- 
where between emo and Smiths territory, utilizing jangly 
guitars and soaring vocals, but not really connecting. | 
can’t really see the reason for this reissue, unless it’s 
someone’s idea of revenge. (Bunteweg 1, 30900 
Wedemark, GERMANY) 


BAD BRAINS (ROIR) 

1981—I was just getting into hardcore and heard the 
Brains’ “Pay To Cum” on a college station. Holy shit! I've 
never heard music that fast and, at the same time, hooky 
and musical. 1982—the Bad Brains’ firstalbum comes out 
on cassette only. | purchase it and it spends the next 
several months residing in my newly-acquired walkman. 
Frenzied thrash mania and dub reggae existing in the 
same universe. Who'd believe it? This is still the best Bad 
Brains’ material, the music on which their reputation 
(tarnished, over the years) was built. The Brains in their 
purest form and, even if | don’tlisten to itas muchas | used 
to, those opening chords of “Saitin’ On” still hook me 
everytime. (611 Broadway, NY, NY 10012) 


BAD MANNERS-Lip Up Fatty (Dojo) 

Bad Manners were (and still are) the horn-drenched 
ska band with the mountainous skinhead frontman Fatty 
Buster Bloodvessel (aka Doug Trendle) and their sound 
encompassed the traditional trappings of the genre along 
with a partyin’ R&B flavor. Some good moments, namely 
the title track, their hokey version of “Can Can” and catchy 


“Lorraine,” but much of the material comes from later, 
lesser efforts (although the five live cuts aren’t bad). Better 
to get a compilation of early material, such as “Klass” 
(MCA, 1983). (FDR Station, Box 684, NY, NY 10150) 


BAD POSTURE-G.D.M.F.S,O.B. (Grand Theft Audio) 

GTA once again rescue some feisty punk and hardcore 
from obscurity. The subject, this time, is Bad Posture, from 
SF and later NYC, who had a song on the first MRR 
compilation album. That's the title track here, “God Damn 
Motherfucker Son Of A Bitch,” and it’s the appropriate 
introduction for their devil-may-care approach. Thrashy 
aggression and a noise-metal-damaged guitar impetus, 
partially contributed by future Flipper man Bruno 
DeSmartass. Bad Posture’s frayed sound shares some 
similarities with that band, only in more of a traditional 
hardcore setting. Demo and live recordings (from a 
soundboard, so it sounds good) and the tracks off their 12" 
comprise this piece of hardcore history. With titles like 
“Time For Smack,” “Kill The Peace” and “F.T.W.,” Bad 
Posture are more on the nihilistic side of things and their 
music expressed it well. (501 W. Glenoaks Blvd., #313, 
Glendale, CA 91202) 


BLITZ-Voice Of A Generation (Dojo) 

Blitz's first two 7"s remain their crowning glory but this 
1982 album came close. Scrappy, tough punk sounds 
with a surprisingly melodic touch in the guitar sound but 
the vocals are gruff ‘n ready. Long-time street rock an- 
thems like “We Are The Boys,” “Warriors,” “| Don’t Need 
You” and “4.Q.” Straddling the punk and oi line and doing 
it with engaging ferocity. Oddball cover choice: Lou Reed’s 
“Vicious.” (PO Box 684, FDR Station, NY, NY 10150) 


BREAKDOWN-Dissed And Dismissed (Lost & Found, 
EP) 

All the tracks from their ’87 demo and two later songs. 
The first lineup of Breakdown featured three future mem- 
bers of Killing Time and presents the “new school” hardcore 
in its embryonic form—heavier riffs interspersed with 
thrash and spearheaded by Jeff's pissed-off, gruff vocals. 
The lyrics for “Safe In A Crowd” feature the unforgettable 
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“Coward—that's all you are/Faggot—without your friends/ 
Pussy—when you’re alone/Dick—that’s where it ends.” 
Pure genius! Semi-appealing in its rough intensity though 
not really reaching a crucial level. (Binteweg 1, 30900 
Wedemark, GERMANY) 


BUSINESS-Suburban Rebels (Taang)/Saturday’s He- 
roes (Taang)/Welcome To The Real World (Taang)/ 
Loud, Proud And Oi! (Dojo) 

Taang’s giving the world the business. Oh, I’m 
sorry...what | meant was Taang's giving the world The 
Business. As in the UK street punk band who are still 
kicking around and due to have a new album sometime 
this year (an EP's already out and reviewed much earlier 
inthis section). These reissues all feature bonus cuts and 
date from’83, ’85 and’88 respectively, marking the band’s 
growth and refinement, while never losing their tough 
sound. How smooth can it be when Mick Fitz is bellowing 
out the vocals in his gruff, but harmonically solid style? 
“Saturday's Heroes” features the classic chant-a-long 
“Harry May,” pub rouser “Drinking and Driving” and hooky 
“Get Out While You Can.” Drawing inspriation from Sham 
and the Rejects (that band’s Micky Geggus produced), 
while forging out their own rough-hewn sound. “Saturday's 
Heroes” favors cavernous production (check out the boot- 
stompin’ intro for “Spanish Jails”) while sticking to the 
same kickass approach. “Real World” delves into slightly 
more accessible territory without sacrificing the band’s 
full-fist intensity, although the drums have an odd echo. 
“Loud, Proud And Oi!” is a quasi “greatest hits” compila- 
tion, a decent overview to novices or those on a budget. 
All the band’s best-known tunes are included—"Harry 
May,” “Drinking N Driving,” “Rael Enemy,” etc... Boister- 
ous, spirited and loudly making their presence known. 
(Taang: 706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 92109/Dojo: FDR 
Station, PO Box 684, NY, NY 10150) 


CARRYNATION-Protect And Serve (Lost & Found, 
EP) 

Alate 80s project that included Dan and Gavin from No 
For An Answer, Steve of Insted and Nemesis Records 
honcho Big Frank. A mix of heavy hardcore, manic thrash 
and outspoken sentiments on sXe, zealots who go too far 
with that philosophy, as well as religion (“Temple Walls”) 
and cops. A little creaky at this point, to be honest, though 
enjoyable for its brute force. (Binteweg 1, 30900 
Wedemark, GERMANY) 


CHAIN OF STRENGTH-The One Thing That Still Holds 
True (Revelation) 

As far as straight-edge hardcore goes, the Chain were 
probably one of the best bands playing that style ca. ’89- 
90. The big difference between this stuff and newer 
hardcore is the speed and power that traces its lineage 
Straight back to hardcore’s roots. And if the sentiments 
seem kind of strident and single-minded, well, chock it up 
to youthful exuberance, | guess. One unreleased song 
and their two 7"s. Clear-focus adrenalin. (PO Box 5232, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 


CIVIL DISSIDENT-Menzies’ Crack (Prank) 

Wow, this takes me back—to when | had a one room 
apartment, was working at a totally shitty job and one of 
the only things to look forward to would be the daily arrival 
of packages from far-away pen-pals. One of ‘em, from 
Australia, sent me a compilation of bands, including Civil 
Dissident. What a treat...piledriving thrashy hardcore de- 
livered with buzzsaw authority and reinforced by Mat's 
endearing rasp. It's amazing that I'm thinking of their over- 
the-top anthem, “The Buck Stops Here” and, a few weeks 
later, this album shows up. Taken mainly from that '84 
demo, plus various 7" and compilation tracks and the 
version of “Buck” is unreleased and so is “Memories Of 
Menzies.” Mat's car noise imitations for “Exhibit A” and the 
bagpipe rendition of “Amazing Grace” leading into the 
roaring “Alone Among Friends” are a nice touch as well. 
“First Blood” shows a more melodic side of the band. Still 
kicks ass after a dozen years! (PO Box 410892, SF, CA 
94141-0892) 


CONFLICT-It’s Time To See Who’s Who Now 
(Cleopatra) 

Socially conscious and ass-kicking, as well. Conflict 
express their rage at the powers that be with a blazing, 
thorny hardcore onslaught. Loud ‘n fast, but with discern- 





ible tunes. They don’t make ‘em like this anymore—UK 
hardcore that meant something and still does (sadly) in 
this day ‘nage. (8726 S. Sepulveda Blvd., Suite D82, Los 
Angeles, CA 90045) 


CONSUMERS.-All My Friends Are Dead (In The Red) 

Anabsolute lost punk classic from the 70s. Hailing from 
Arizona and featuring a pogo-crazed, buzzsaw assault, 
the Consumers sound every bit as good as any American 
punk band of the time. Don’t-give-a-fuck vocal delivery, 
mid-to-fast tempos and stormtrooper riffing. One of the 
guitarists, Paul Cutler, was with 45 Grave and the Dream 
Syndicate, later on, but this could be his crowning musical 
achievement. Fuckin’ killer. No, really, it's thatgood. This 
isn’t some rock-crit hyperbole, this is an album that gets 
me to act like a goofy 17 year-old again. (2627 E. Strong 
PI., Anaheim, CA 92806) 


CONVERGE-Caring and Killing (Lost & Found) 

| really, honestly believe that if the members of Con- 
verge had been born ten years earlier, they would have 
been a metal band. Not so much for the lyrical content but 
the musical repertoire has the double-bass kicks, butcher 
block riffing and leads that go with the sound. More 
Metallica and Zep than Black Flag, although there’s the 
occasional thrashy part. Anyway, these tracks were re- 
corded in’94 and’95 and have appeared on an album and 
various compilations. There’s a barrier, an impenetrable 
wall that these bands put up—they’re in pain and there’s 
no way you're going to understand it. Unfortunately, it 
becomes humorless and pretentious a lot of the time. 
Converge play well and forge an edgy, thundering amal- 
gam but it’s not inviting. Empathy is one thing...enjoyment 
another altogether. (Biinteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, 
GERMANY) 


DROPDEAD-A Tradition Wrapped In Bloodshed (H.G. 
Fact) 

Brain-bomb thrash/grind aggro and done with tight- 
ness and intensity. Believe it or not, this is the first 
recorded material I’ve heard by this Rhode Island band. 
They take their name from a Siege song and the spirit 
comes from that source as well. Outrage expressed at an 
injust world and done with a flesh-flaying onslaught. 
Material from '93, with the last fifteen tracks recorded live 
in the studio. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, 
NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


ENDPOINT-Catharsis (Doghouse)/If The Spirits Are 
Willing (Doghouse) 

“Spirits” is a reissue of the ‘89 Slamdek release. 
Classic Louisville hardcore at its best. Such songs as 
“Mirrored Image,” “Downfall” and “Final Stand” make 
Endpoint’s first release a perfect emotional-hardcore- 
punk rock-heavy metal blend. After the release of their 
secondalbum, “In A Time Of Hate,” Endpoint wentthrough 
some tough times. Their lineup endured changes, as did 
their focus and ideology. When “Catharsis” was released 
in ’92, it set the stage for bands like Enkindel and Falling 
Forward. It's not “In A Time Of Hate” but this album is 
sincere, insightful, politically aware and, yes, cathartic. 
(PO Box 8946, Toledo, OH 43623) (Zak) 


EXPLOITED-Troops Of Tomorrow (Dojo) 

One of the Exploited’s classic albums butan absolutely 
abysmal mastering job on some of the tracks—volume 
level rises and falls and the sound is muffled and muddy. 
My vinyl copy sounds a lot better. As for the musical 
aspects, there are hammering anthems like “USA” (aka 
“Fuck The USA’), the stomping “Daily News” and some- 
what amusing “Sid Vicious Was Innocent.” Wattie is 
bellicose, as always, and Big John delivers an impressive 
arsenal of leads and power-riffs. Seven bonus tracks from 
various singles are a welcome addition (and these sound 
fine), including the potent “Hitler's In The Charts Again” 
and “Dead Cities.” (PO Box 684, FDR Station, NY, NY 
10150) 


FEMININE COMPLEX-Livin’ Love (Teen Beat) 

Our fly-up was a grand climax to the Indian program. 
We had asked the local historical society if we could have 
the key to old Fort Quiatenon, reconstructed on the 
original site on the banks of the Wabash about four miles 
from town. The president himself offered to “go and open 
up” and when we arrived, the French, British, and Ameri- 


can flags were floating from the roof just as they were in 
the days when the Wea Indians came to the fort to trade 
skins for calico. The Brownies gave a war whoop and 
galloped around and around the fort. After about half an 
hour of exploration it was time for the ceremony. When the 
door was opened, the light from the roaring fire in the huge 
fireplace shone across the floor and the Indians filed in 
with toes pointed straight ahead and made a semicircle 
around the hearth. They stood very straight and looked 
down their noses while they sang a hymn to the Great 
Spirit (in the original language) and then, with the magic 
peculiar to brownies, they changed, in the wink of an eye, 
into jolly little girls. On one side of the hearth each one 
pinned a pair of Wings on me, while on the other side they 
pinned the new leader with shiny new pins as they made 
the new Promise. The Laws were repeated—and they 
were the Feminine Complex. The afternoon was polished 
off by eating red apples around the redfire while | toldthem 
tales of the local red men. (PO Box 3265, Arlington, VA 
22203) (Angela Sawyer) 


FRANKENSTEIN-Eve Of The Dead Boys (Hell Yeah, 
EP) 

Live to 2-track recordings from '75—Frankenstein did, 
indeed, become the Dead Boys and here we have rough, 
rockin’ demo versions of “Sonic Reducer,” “High Tension 
Wire” and “Down In Flames.” Harder-edged arrange- 
ments and the crudeness of the recordings enhances the 
impact. A little piece of history. (PO Box 1975, Burbank, 
CA 91507) 


FREEWILL-Almost Again (Lost & Found) 

Pat Dubar never got around to releasing this SoCal 
band’s album on his Wishingwell label, back in '88. The 
world wasn’t missing much. Watered-down melodic emo 
punk with a “sensitive” vocal presence and not enough 
punch to go with the punk. About the same vintage as the 
third Dag Nasty album and with some similarities—which 
isn’t a good thing. (Buinteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, GER- 
MANY) 


GBH-Celebrity Live Style (Cleopatra) 

From 1988 and sounding like it was mastered off a 
scratchy record or maybe it was a defect in the recording 
(CD's don’t have surface noise as far as | know!). Half 
classic material, such as “Sick Boy,” both “City Baby” 
songs, “I Feel Alright” and “Freak,” along with songs from 
their late 80s albums. Okay, but hardly essential stuff. 
(8726 S. Sepulveda Bivd., Suite D82, Los Angeles, CA 
90045) 


HUMPERS-The Dionysus Years (Hell Yeah, EP) 

Two early Humpers’ singles anda couple of unreleased 
songs and it captures the essence of the band’s great, 
basic punk rock style (start with the Dolls and Heartbreak- 
ers and continue from there). Also, Scott's vocals don't 
come across as affected as on later recordings and the 
soundis rougher. Good, good shit. (PO Box 1975, Burbank, 
CA 91507) 


IGGY & THE STOOGES-Open Up And Bleed! (Bomp) 

There have been a ton of less-than-satisfactory post- 
"Raw Power’ releases over the years, usually repackag- 
ing the same songs. This is another such repackaging, but 
it's more complete and includes an unrelased version of 
“Rubber Legs.” The scorch ‘n snarlare there, throughout, 
although Scott Thurston's rinky-dink piano seems out of 
place at times. Four live tracks, one rehearsal cut and the 
balance coming from a’73 CBS demo. Boogie ‘til you drop 
anthems like “Cock In My Pocket,” “Rich Bitch” and the 
aforementioned “Rubber Legs” rock with insolent pa- 
nache. How could it not be cool when Iggy snarls “I just 
wanna fuck you and | don’t want no romance.” (PO Box 
7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 


INSTED-Bonds Of Friendship/We'll Make The Differ- 
ence (Grilled Cheese) 

Three of these guys (without vocalist Kevin) are off 
doing the alternarock thing (bleah) with Lidsville, these 
days, but here’s a.blast from their OC hardcore past. Not 
always tight, but explosive old-school mania stressing the 
positive and making theirsXe leanings known while taking 
a non-judgemental stance. The “Difference” tracks, with 
the later, four-piece lineup, shows a refined, better-ex- 
ecuted attack. Youth crew lives! (4901-906 Morena Bivd., 


LOCKJAW-Skinned Alive (Grand Theft Audio) 
Poison Idea weren't the only hot hardcore band from 


Portland in the early to mid-80s. Lockjaw were one ? 


ripsnortin’ band, as well. A bad-ass, don’t give a fuck 
attitude and they plowed into their songs with savage 
aggressiveness. Full-speed thrash, a little oi here and 
there and exuding the raw, angry nature of hardcore as it 
should be. This disc includes their '85 album, “Gang 
Violence,” tracks from 1982’s “Shock Value,” their 7" from 
’83, demo tracks and their last live show from ’86. (501 W. 
Glenoaks Blvd., #313, Glendale, CA 91202) 


MAJOR ACCIDENT-The Clockwork Demos (Captain 
Oi!)/Crazy/Tortured Tunes (Dojo) 

Not much info on the “Clockwork” disc but, bestas | can 
ascertain, demo recordings from this UK punk band ca. 
'82 or '83, including a ton of covers by the likes of Sham, 
SLF, Ramones and The Clash. Their own songs straddled 
the three-chord buzzsaw and street rock line. Rough and 
catchy songs, not devolving into working class cliché or 
anything of that nature. “Crazy” and “Tortured” combine 
two albums on one disc andisn’t quite up to snuff. “Crazy,” 
from’85, was split between new material and re-recorded 
earlier material and the band’s sound is streamlined and 
lightweight, for the most part. “Tortured” is taken from an 
'83 live gig and an abridged version of the original LP and 
is far-more energetic, so perhaps trying to dig up the Link 
version of that album would be worth your while, if inter- 
ested. (Capt. Oi!: PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks, 
HP10 8QA, ENGLAND/Dojo: PO Box 281, Canterbury, 
Kent CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 


MANLIFTINGBANNER (Crucial Response) 

Their 7", 10" and two unreleased tracks on one CD. 
Manliftingbanner were your everyday, average commu- 
nist, sXe, vegan hardcore band. Joking aside, the band 
didn’t allow the polemics to get in the way of producing 
hard-hitting, blast-furnace music. Thrash-crazed rage, 
with “No Compromise” providing a potent, mid-tempo 
respite. Lyrics deal with the evils of capitalism, eating 
meat, drinking, sexism and homophobia. All of delivered 
with the passion of the true believer. Viva la revolution... 
(Kaisersfeld 98, 46047 Oberhausen, GERMANY) 


MAU MAUS-Punk Singles Collection (Captain Oi!) 

| still have a soft-spot for pissed-off early 80s UK punk 
and hardcore and the Mau Maus were definitely one of 
those bands. Not too polished, but dishing out fast, semi- 
catchy punk with everyyob vocals, cranked-up guitars and 
scampering drums. Their final EP attempted a poppier 
approach and sort of falls on its face, but there’s no 
denying the convincing rage of “Images,” “Just Another 
Day,” “Clampdown’” and the like. The lower fidelity only 
adds to the atmosphere. (PO Box 501, High Wycombe, 
Bucks, HP10 8QA, ENGLAND) 


MC5-Teen Age Lust (Alive/Total Energy) 

Live set from January of 1970 that has been widely- 
bootlegged and the sound quality here is more than 
passable. The vocals are occasionally inaudible but their 
performances of “Shakin’ Street,” “Human Being 
Lawnmower’ and the mind-blowing medley of “Starship/ 
Kick Out The Jams/Black To Comm” are incendiary. 
Things lag for an overlong version of JB’s “Man’s World” 
(soul balladry wasn’t really their forte) but they rock with 
authoritative power the rest of the time. In-depth liner 
notes by former manager John Sinclair. Free jazz and 
fired up R&B impulses in an explosive rock setting. (PO 
Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 


MISFITS-Box Set (Caroline, 4 CD) 

More Misfits than any sane person (or fiend) could 
want—everything except “Walk Among Us,” which is 
owned by another label, although most of the cuts from 
that album show up here in one form or another. From the 
piano-driven new-wavish weirdness of “Cough Cool” and 
the original “She” until their swan-song of “We Bite,” the 
Misfits existed in their own universe. Harnessing gut- 
busting punk to sci-fi and horrorific imagery and Danzig’s 
unige croon, the songs here are still memorable after 
more than a decade. The Misfits’ tuneful nature is all the 
more dichotomous when you read the lyrics and realize 
how twisted some of Danzig’s lyrics are. “Last Caress” 
sounds like a love song, but it's anything but! So whaddya 
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get for your dough? The '78 “Static Age” demo in its 
entirety, with such amazing songs as “We Are 138,” the 
underrated “Hybrid Moments,” “Bullet” and “Attitude.” 
Pure three chord power. There’s a disc comprising the two 


“collections” that came out previously, with single and - 


demo tracks. “Sessions” features 30 alternate takes and 
the original “Cough/Cool” single and the band’s progres- 
sion towards a looser, harder-driving sound can be 
chronicled. The other disc has the “Legacy Of Brutality” 
album (once again, demo versions that were originally 
released in ’86), “Evillive” and the amazing “Earth A.D.,” 
the band’s savage hardcore vision—"Bloodfeast” stands 
as a nightmarish classic. Plus a badge and a booklet 
chronicling the band’s story and discography. This coffin- 
shaped box makes a good case for their greatness and 
lasting influence, something I’ve acknowledged more 
over the past few years—music with staying power. (114 
W. 26th St., NY, NY 10001) 


MR. T EXPERIENCE-Night Shift At The Thrill Factory 
(Lookout) 

Mr. T’s second album, from ’88, with five bonus tracks. 
The band’s earlier material packed the hooks with a 
slightly punkier approach. Hintings of the band’s 60s pop 
base pops through but the obnoxiousness factor was 
slightly more prevalent and the songs are the better for it. 
Originally produced by the Celibate Rifles’ Kent Steedman 
and having a similar stripped-down rock approach. And if 
anyone thinks punks ain't smart, the lyrics for“The History 
Of The Concept Of The Soul” comes from Frank’s gradu- 
ate thesis. Way, way cool. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 
94701) 


NEGATIVE FX & LAST RIGHTS (Taang) 

Two old Boston hardcore bands featuring the vocal 
talents of Mr. Jack “Choke” Kelly. This is a coupling of the 
Negative FX album and the Last Rights demo (“Chunks” 
and “So Ends Our Night” previously came outas a 7"—the 
remainderis unreleased). NFXis frantic, adrenalin-charged 
hardcore with a 19 year-old Choke spewing out 
unharnessed rage and featuring the amazing drumming 
of Dave Bass. “Feel Like A Man” hints at an oi influence, 
while “Hazardous Waste,” “Together” and their theme 
song, “Negative FX,” rev it up to inhuman levels. Last 
Rights, who played exactly one show, hinted at what 
would follow in Slapshot (Slappy have recorded three of 
these songs). “Out Of Our Minds” (aka “Do What You 
Want”) sped up the attack, but the rest of repertoire 
favored a mid-tempo approach. The disc wraps up with 
NFX’s classic finale, a live version of “Might Makes Right” 
from their last show and, yeah, it was as crazy as Curtis’ 
linernotes alleges. In-your-face rage. (706 Pismo Ct., San 
Diego, CA 92109) 


NATIVE NOD-Today Puberty, Tomorrow The World 


(Gern Blandsten) 

One of those instances where I’d heard the name but 
hadn’t heard the music and it’s got plenty going for it. 
Introverted rock, with melodic shadings and emotional 
emanations. Working a similar angle as Ignition’s 
downtempo material, with the Slint narrative/minimalist to 
sense-wash approach being another similarity (although 
these guys were around at the same time). Powerful and 
often cathartic, with haunting guitar textures and slippery, 
nimble rhythms. “Mr. President” adds an atonal hornforan 
intriguingly abrasive effect. Tracks from two 7"s, a compi- 
lation and two unreleased songs. (PO Box 356, River 
Edge, NJ 07661) 


NO CRISIS-Everything + (Grand Theft Audio) 

Early 80s SoCal punk with future members of MIA, Big 
Drill Car and others. Tough songs but with some poppy 
structures and contemporary to the skate punk stylings of 
Agression and the likes. These guys were also schooled 
in the classic rock 'n roll sounds of the Dolls and Heart- 
breakers--that becomes readily apparent on a song like 
"Make It Allright." Huntington Beach could be a mighty 
rough place in the early 80s and these guys had the 
streetwise attitude and musical chops to back it up. (501 
W. Glenoaks Bivd., #313, Glendale, CA 91202) 


NOMADS-Raw & Rare (Estrus) 

Swedish garage heroes with a healthy appreciation for 
R&B-soaked mania. This CD compiles tracks from out of 
print records, an early cassette and one unreleased song. 
Lots of covers from the Count Five to Cramps to Pretty 
Things to Chuck Berry and The Nomads’ fuzz attack kept 
the roots while adding a contemporary edge. This disc and 
the double-CD comp on Sympathy make a good starting 
point to discover The Nomads. From ’83-’87. (PO Box 
2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 


1.6 BAND-Broke Up (Gern Blandsten) 

Explosive unit from Long Island who put on some 
amazing live Boston shows and the recorded legacy 
wasn't that shabby, either. One-time Beyond vocalist 
Kevin Egan had the MacKaye yowl in his soul and the 
musicianship was hardcore-influenced but also came 
from a tightly-wound impetus—shades of the Minutemen 
and jazzbo/metallic impulses in their collective trigger- 
finger. Busy, but explosive, especially for “Sticks To The 
Skin,” “Your Restaurant” and “One Eye Open.” “Up For 
Sale,” from an early demo, got out some metal joneses. 
Compiles their album, both 7“s, the demo and a cover of 
Dag Nasty’s “Trying” that appeared on a split with 
Rorschach and was originally slated to be on the SV 
Dischord tribute that never came out but we won't talk 
about that. They burnt breifly but brightly. (PO Box 356, 
River Edge, NJ 07661) 
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OPPRESSED-Fight For Your Life: The Best Of The 
Oppressed (Dojo) 

An anti-racist skinhead band from the UK, The Op- 
pressed still had all the classic trappings of the oi style. 
Gruff, cockney vocals, working class sentiments about 
police and political oppression, how cool it is to be a skin 
and how much fun it is to get pissed. But The Oppressed 
express vehement viewpoints on “Nazi Skinhead,” “Mag- 
istrate” and “Substitute,” updated with an anti-nazi twist. 
Good boot-knockin’ stuff. (PO Box 281, Canterbury, Kent 
CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 


PLAIN WRAP-This Is Punk Rock/MOX NIX-We Won't 
Be Controlled (Grand Theft Audio) 

Both of these bands centered around guitarist and 
vocalist (in Plain Wrap) Don Burnet, who's recently been 
plying his wares in Lutefisk. Fast, frenzied hardcore with 
some poppier touches for the Plain Wrap material. Mox 
Nix’s “I’m Confused” is a knockoff of the Teen Idles’ “I 
Drink Milk.” Rough around the edges, mixing slow ‘n fast 
parts and ranting about the concerns of the day. Very 
much a product of its California environment—and this is 
when California hardcore was mean and dangerous, not 
sugar-coated. Tracks are taken from demos and the 
sound quality is somewhat on the rough side. (501 W. 
Glenoaks Blvd., #313, Glendale, CA 91202) 


RATTUS-Here Comes Death (Grand Theft Audio) 

| had a really good pen-pal in Finland named Vikki 
(hello, wherever you are and contact me if you read this!) 
who would send me all sorts of great Finnish hardcore, 
including this band. Rattus’ sound changed and evolved 
over the years—starting as a basic, UK-influenced punk 
band, getting faster and thrashier between’82.and’84 and 
then going in more of a speed metal direction. High energy 
material throughout, gathered from a compilation, rare 
singles and EPs and the later, metal demos (which aren't 
quite as mesmerizing). The spectre of Motérhead looms 
over much of the material, albeit just as one element of the 
band’s loud ‘n fast attack. Does not include any of their 
Poko Rekords material, such as the great “WC Rajahtaa” 
album—perhaps on a future volume? (501 W. Glenoaks 
Bivd., #313, Glendale, CA 91202) 


RAW POWER-Burning The Factory (Grand Theft Au- 
dio) 

Thirteen years after! got this demo from the BCT label, 
itgets a CD release anditstill totally kicks ass and reminds 
us all of the power of the best hardcore. Reckless and 
riveting, played loud and fast and exuding an unbeatable, 
liberating spirit. Half live, half studio and sometime vocal- 
ist Silvio's shrieks will peel the paint off the fuckin’ walls. 
A bludgeoning, walloping onslaught that still stands up 
after all this time. As an added bonus, they've re-run the 
interview that ran in SV #12 in the accompanying booklet. 
All burn, all scorch, in, your face and every other available 
orifice! (5601 W. Glenoaks Bivd., #313, Glendale, CA 
91202) 


RELEASE-Shelter (Lost & Found) 

An influential NYC sXe band consisting of singer Rob 
Fish (108/Resurrection), Chris Zusi (Resurrection) and 
three other musicians. From 1988-90 they released three 
EP's. A complete discography of the first band that com- 
bined straight-edge with Krishna consciousness (Ohjoy!!- 
AL) Classic cuts like “Drug Free Youth,” “Point Blank” and 
“Shelter” make this CD a nostalgic treat and worth getting. 
(Biinteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) (Zak) 


SECTION 5-Best Of (Captain Oi!) 


A generous cross-section/career-spanning compila- 
tion for this self-described “street rock” band. Tough and 
basic, expressing the usual working class sentiments and 
espousing self-determination on their strong cover of 
Eddie & The Hot Rods’ “Do Anything You Wanna Do.” 
Section 5 started as a trio, with a rough-hewn sound, 
tightened up with a five piece lineup (including Tezz from 
Broken Bones, UK Subs, etc...) and actually released their 
Strongest material later on when they were, again, a trio. 
By this time, Section 5 had an increased level of musical 
Skill to go with the ferocity expressed for “CHS” and “Fuck 
Off Now.” Tosh bellows on-key and soulfully and there's 
the musical muscle to back it up. (PO Box 501, High 
Wycombe, Bucks, HP10 8QA, ENGLAND) 


SOCIAL DEVIANTS-Garbage (Alive/Total Energy, EP) 

Fronted by Mick Farren (an excellent writer and later 
co-conspirator with Wayne Kramer), the Deviants’ 1967 
recording totally takes the piss out of the hippie scene and 
peripheral happenings of the time. The band know how to 
milk a good Bo Diddley riff for all its worth and the songs 
are mini-suites of garage rock, psychedelia and overall 
weirdness that works the same satirical angle as Zappa or 
the Fugs, albeit in more of a traditional rock context. 
Brilliant. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 


SPLIT LIP-Songs You May Or May Not Have Heard 
Before (Doghouse) 
CHAMBERLAIN-Fate’s Got A Driver (Doghouse) 
Same band, old and new names. “Songs You May...” 
is a compendium of an early 7", a track from “Voice Of The 
Voiceless,” covers of Oplvy, Midnight Oil and Three (one 
of DC’s most-underrated bands) and a few live cuts. 
There's alsotwo hidden tracks, including Tracy Chapman’s 
“Talkin Bout A Revolution.” Avoiding the angst overkill of 
newer hardcore with a more melodic take on things, 
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eschewing the oppressive crunch. “Fate” was originally 
released under the Split Lip banner last year and the 
vocals have been remixed. Continuing in a similar, still- 
listenable vein. Emo doesn’t have to be dreary! (PO Box 
8946, Toledo, OH 43623) 


STRANGLEHOLD-Crash & Burn (Taang) 

Not really part of the “Boston crew’ thing of the early to 
mid 80s (atleast ona purely musical level), Stranglehold’s 
roots came from more of an original punk and pop direc- 
tion. The Neighborhoods and Outlets were cut from the 
same cloth, but Stranglehold offered a rougher take onthe 
sound. Raspy vocals and snappy, uptempo tunes with a 
gritty, but accessible quality. Their LP and 7" have been 
tough to find for years and they're here, with some live 
tracks from '84. “Same All Over” has a jabbing, reggae- 
inspired rhythm guitar signature, years before it became 
trendy and “Cause I'm Gonna,” “She’s Not Leaving” and 
“Any Way | Can” are simple, scrappy pop tunes. These 
songs have aged well. (706 Pismo Ct., San Diego, CA 
92109) 


SUPERCHARGER-Goes Way Out! (Estrus) 

It's that savage beat that the moral scions warned you 
about. On CD for the first time, Supercharger take their 
album title from a Flintstones’ episode (cool!) and perform 
a song from that episode (double cool!). Whompin’, 
stompin’ garage rock with a crude, lo-fi quality you gotta 
love. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227) 


SWEET BABY/BRENT’S T.V.-Hello Again (Lookout) 
Brothers Dallas and John Denery were in each of these 
respective bands—John’s more recently been in the Hi- 
Fives and Dallas with the Bomb Bassets and each repre- 
sented the fun, more organic side of the punk happenings 
of the mid to late 80s Gilman St. scene. Sweet Baby had 
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a poppy, Beatlesque core but wrapped in a hyper punk 
coating. Brent’s T.V. had a folkier, semi-acoustic, any- 
thing can happen approach, also emphasizing the vocal 
harmony aspect. Twenty songs by both bands—Sweet 
Baby's tracks come from an early demo and add on some 
goofy acoustic demos. Brent's T.V.’s songs include their 
7" (Il think) and live stuff. Watch for the reissue of Sweet 
Baby's long-lost and superb “It’s A Girl” album this fall. (PO 
Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 


TERVEET KADET-Hardcore Brutality (Grand Theft 
Audio) 

TK were a damn good Finnish hardcore band from the 
early to mid 80s, playing mainly in the blitzbomb thrash 
style of the time. Still, while the spirit is here on these 
practice, demo andlive recordings, their studio recordings 
are better (if you can find them). Recommended for die- 
hards, but not the best starting place for novices. Includes 
live tracks from a '95 reunion that indicates time hasn't 
slowed their intensity. (501 W. Glenoaks Blvd., #313, 
Glendale, CA 91202) 


JOHNNY THUNDERS-The Studio Bootlegs (Dojo) 

Oh great, another Johnny record. Like | haven't heard 
these fuckin’ songs a million and one times before. Good 
god, people, I’m 31 and | played a good portion of these 
songs when | was 14 and first trying to learn the guitar. The 
only difference is | managed to progress with the damned 
instrument and with my voice—Johnny never did BUT 
that's what gave that groovy fucker his charm. Neverthe- 
less, while | feel like I've finally grown away from the snot- 
nosed, “eat my shit, scumbag” voice of the late Mr. 
Genzale, | still have to give a McCartney-like thumbs up to 
hearing “Chatterbox” and “London Boys” again. You can't 
put your arms around a memory but you can wrap a 
Johnny Thunders record around your arm like a band for 
a fix. (PO Box 281, Canterbury, Kent CT1 2BB, EN- 
GLAND) (Rob Ross) 


URBAN DOGS-Urban Dogs/No Pedigree (Dojo) 

Charlie Harper of the UK Subs and Knox from the 
Vibrators teamed up fora couple of albums in the mid-80s 
and they're both on this disc. Nothing to get all that excited 
about, though—"Urban Dogs” is rougher and punk-fu- 
eled, especially for the anthemic “New Barbarians” and 
hard-edged “War Babies.” There are also Vibrators and 
Subs retreads and a few covers. “No Pedrigree” is mainly 
tepid and lifeless, save for “Wanna World.” Covers of 
“Monster Mash,” Lennon's “Cold Turkey” and T.Rex's 
“Children Of The Revolution” are pointless. Better to stick 
to their original bands. (PO Box 281, Canterbury, Kent 
CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 


VARIOUS-The East Side Sound (Telstar) 

Spanning '57-'67, this collection of LA-area bands 
were released on various labels by Eddie Davis. Probably 
the best-known songs are “Farmer John” by The Pre- 
miers, who also contribute a garage fuzz gem in “Get On 
This Plane” and Cannibal & The Headhunters’ fratanthem 
“Land Of 1000 Dances.” The Romancers’ took a poppier 
take on the garage sound, while Gene Gray plunders Link 
Wray’s “Rumble” for “Surfer's Mood” and there’s saucy 
R&B from The Blendells, The Atlantics and a happy- 
sounding “Hey Joe” from The Summits. Davis, himself, 
has a bizarre novelty tune in “Teen Age Brain Surgeon.” 
Not the wildest shit but a few tasty morsels, anyway. (PO 
Box 1123, Hoboken, NJ 07030) 


VARIOUS-Oi! The Rarities Vol. 4 (Captain Oi!)/Oi! The 
Rarities Vol. 5 (Captain Oi!)/Oi! The Singles Collec- 
tion, Vol. 1 (Captain Oi!) 

Volume 4 of “Rarities” is mostly on the plus side, 
although the janglier Red London and novelty-oriented 
Splodge offer less-than-inspiring material. On the other 
hand, Demob’s buzzing and tuneful “No Room For You" is 
a lost punk classic, The Crack’s mod/poppier style has a 
fair amount going for it and Special Duties and Distorted 
Truth take the crude but effective route. Intensive Care 
mix up punk and oi influences and Anti-Establishment add 
melody to their scrappy punk sound. Most of these bands 
also appear on Volume 5, which doesn’t have quite as 
much going for it. Combat 84’s lyrics are idiotic skinhead 
claptrap but they knew their way around a tune, anyway. 
Demob’s first 7" was rougher and not as distinguished as 
what followed. The Crack’s poppy sounds are decent, 


eeSPOTLIGHT—SHAM 69¢¢ 


TELL US THE TRUTH*THAT’S LIFE*eTHE ADVENTURES OF THE 
HERSHAM BOYS*THE GAMEeINFORMATION LIBRE (all Dojo) 


The roots of working class oi, street rock or what have 
you can be traced back to this Hersham band. Funny 
thing is, for all the inspiration that Sham provided to their 
musical descendents—fired-up riffs, a basic, shoot-from- 
the-hip perspective, chanting choruses—their musical 
legacy is mixed and not so one-dimensional. The first 
four.albums here, released between '78 and ‘80 (“Infor- 
mation Libre” is from a late 80s lineup) include a concept 
album (“That's Life”) and a wide-ranging musical pallette, 
for both good and bad. 

Tell Us The Truth features a live side, recorded with 
the boisterous encouragement of their “mates” and stu- 
dio tracks. Sham at their most-basic and fist-waving, 
barking out the simple and straight-forward polemics and 
coming up with some memorable tunes in the process. 
Jimmy Pursey's rambunctious vocals do have a cheer- 
ifeveYo(ctmr-Vanle)t-Ualerem(arsmis)(alcvom | @iam- Well MOlemiUllcom-ll ele tc) B 
but the title track rocks with timeless urgency and the live 
cuts, warts ‘n all, show a tight and energetic band. B-side 
“What Have We Got’ is added as a bonus track. Unfor- 
tunately, the original, studio version of “Borstal Breakout” 
is absent, although there's a live version. Still entertain- 
late 
That's Life tells the story of a day in the life an 
average bloke, interspersing songs with bits of dialogue 
(ina sometimes indecipherable dialect). The protagonist 
Joey starts the day oversleeping, fights with his family 
(the mum sounds like one of the Monty Python 
“pepperpots"), struggles to catch the bus, “putting the 
boot in” to someone who calls him a “poof” for wearing a 
“flash blue suit,” gets sacked for being late, goes to the 
betting shop, wins 100 quidon ahorse, hooks up with his 
Uuitelcciom (Ole Walle |al mene efeleyd) ave Wr-\ave im o)(o1.4 [are MU) of o) ce ~Haume (103 
ina fight, apparently gets away with one young lass and 
then, waking up the next day, wonders what it's all about. 
Increasingly intricate. and musical in scope, adding key- 
boards and acoustic guitar on some cuts “Who Gives A 
Damn” is an effective ballad, although n Or Lose,” 
“Everybody’s Right, Everybody's Wrong” (a wretched 


Indecent Exposure raise a semi-effective ruckus and Blitz 
have an alternate take of “Voice Of A Generation.” The 
“Singles” collection is actually a solid quick-fix primer for 
some of the genre’s all-time classics: 4 Skins’ “One Law 
For Them,” “Never Surrender” and “Razors In The Night” 
by Blitz, “Police Story” by the Partisans and hammering 
tunes from The Business, Major Accident, Infa Riot, Cock 
Sparrer and a few more. A-sides and B-sides from 10 
different singles. The oldies just keep getting repackaged! 
(PO Box 501, High Wycombe, Bucks, HP10 8QA, EN- 
GLAND) 


VARIOUS-Punk: Lost & Found (Beloved/Shanachie) 

Some good UK obscurities from the late 70s...The 
Radiators From Space hopped-up “Television Screen,” 
Johnny & The Self-Abusers’ “Saints and Sinners” (pre- 
Simple Minds, believe it or not), a Generation X cover of 
“Shakin’ All Over" (from a Peel Session) and outtake, 
“New Order” (which contrary to the liner notes, appeared 
on “Perfect Hits”). Dave Goodman's “Justifiable Homi- 
cide” is a fun slice of power pop and features a couple of 
Pistols. Kevin Rowland from Dexy’s Midnight Runners 
also used to be a punk in The Killjoys and “Johnny Won't 
Go To Heaven” is a raging pogo anthem and the Soft 
Boys’ warped pop ages well, though | wouldn't exactly call 
itpunk. Othernotables: 101ers, Eater (though they could’ve 
used a better song) and The Damned (but why “Smash It 
Up”?). Not the same ‘ol predictable shit, though a lot of 
these tracks have been compiled before. (318 E. 34th St., 
6th Floor, NY, NY 10016-4946) 


VARIOUS-Real Punk! The Nasty Years (Cleopatra) 
The album title could be construed as cheesy, but 
there’s nothing cheesy about the contents. Mainly cover- 
ing the early 80s UK punk resurgence, along with tracks 
from the DKs and Germs and culled from Link Records 
releases and the “Punk and Disorderly” collections. An- 
gry, agitated aggressive material by the likes of Anti-Pasti, 


ballad) and “Is This Me OrIs This You’ creak alittle, at this 
point. “Angels With Dirty Faces” and “Hurry Up Harry,” 
two of their more-enduring, fist-pumping 

included. This hasn't dated all that well, alth 

are some strong moments. 

Hersham Boys starts off with a bonus track of “If The 
Kids Are United,” one of Sham’s greatest anthems. Once 
again, though, it’s an uneven effort, as Sham attempt to 
expand further beyond their pure punk origins. The LP 
version of “Questions and Answers” is inferior to the 
absent 7" version (with its spooky keyboard intro), but it’s 
still a good-enough song. The 8 minute plus extended 
mix of “Borstal Breakout’ is just embarrassing. “Hersham 
Boys” is a fun singalong, though, and “Lost On Highway 
46" is a pounding rocker, although the harpsichord solo 
(!?) is out of place and eliminating the barrellhouse piano 
for “Voices” would have toughened it up considerably 
Not Sham's shining moment. 

They recovered, somewhat, for The Game. Once 
again, there’s the addition of an infectious single track, 
“Unite and Win.” The songwriting touches on the band’s 
slam-bang qualities, while adding tough pop structures 
on tracks like “Lord Of The Flies," "Human Zoo” and “Tell 
The Children.” Going out on a positive note, although the 
10cc-ish ballad “Poor Cow” is kind of tough to take. 

Jimmy Pursey and Dave Parsons reconvened later in 
the decade, with an expanded lineup that included sax 
and keyboards and had little of the spark of the original 


. version. Information Libre, recorded in ’92, isn’t as 


abysmal as their late 80s “Volunteer” album, but still 
pretty bad. Watered-down, semi-danceable pop and 
lacking much of the fire or grit of old, although Pursey's 
in good-enough voice. 

Sham 69 definitely had a checkered career and those 
only wishing to dabble may want to seek out the Receiver 
comp, “Angels With Dirty Faces,” fora solid overview and 
proceed from there. Some classic material to be foundon 
most of these discs, though... (PO Box 281, Canterbury, 
Kent CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 





Broken Bones, Infa Riot, The Exploited, UK Subs, The 
Business, Blitz and Chaos UK. Lines between oi, punk 
and thrash were blurred—raw energy was the central 
ingredient for most of these bands. Loud, proud ‘n punk? 
Why not... These bands did, indeed, breathe life into 
punk’s weathered carcass. (8726 S. Sepulveda Bivd., 
Suite D82, Los Angeles, CA 90045) 


VOLUPTUOUS HORROR OF KAREN BLACK-A Na- 
tional Healthcare (Go-Kart/Soapbox) 

Reissue of this NYC shock-rock outfit’s debut album. 
Standard trashy metallish material with Kembra’s pro- 
vocative vocals but you don't get the visual aspect and, on 
its own merits, the album’s just not that interesting. One of 
the bonus tracks is a cover of Chicago’s “Feelin’ Stronger 
Every Day,” taken from the days when they were tolerable 
(hey, | loved ‘em when | was 12, okay?) and it brings a 
wistful smile. A video would’ve been better. (PO Box 20, 
Prince Street Station, NY, NY 10012) 


WHIPPPING BOY-Subcreature 1981-The Fucked 
Years-1983 (Grand Theft Audio) 

Before their output got really strange, Whipping Boy, 
fronted by the imposing Eugene Robinson, played ag- 
gressive, agitated hardcore. They got into trouble, occa- 
sionally—’Breedo’ is a rather nasty blues song depicting 
a man getting even with a woman who done him wrong. 
“America Must Die,” decrying the evils of corporate and 
racist America, shows how little things have changed 
since the early ’80s—the lyrics still fit. No pop tunes in 
sight (unless you count the fucked-up version of Jim 
Croce’s “Time In A Bottle” as pop)—just raw aggro with a 
chip on the shoulder, with the occasional post-punkish 
nod (“Second To None,” “Revelations”), and fucking shit 
up the way hardcore was meant to. Tracks from their first 
album, an early demo and a few live songs, as well. (501 
W. Glenoaks Blvd., #313, Glendale, CA 91202) 


ae 


Same dealas with the full-length 
releases...I'm backlogged, so if it's not 


reviewed here, it'll hopefully be here 
next issue. Thanks for your patience 
and support... 





AFTER SCHOOL SPECIAL-The Existentialist Blues 
(Unheard) 

Weasel/Ramones pop-punk and there’s the dichotomy 
of it being neither terribly unique nor something | want to 
turn off. So let's accentuate the positive and say it’s got its 
bright-sounding charms. (PO Box 423000, SF, CA 94142) 


AIN’T-O-2/The Greater Silence (Hunter’s Moon) 

Ain't are getting more and more like a conventional 
rock band—Neil Youngish haze and Joplin-esque vocals 
from Laurian, but there aren’t any strong hooks on the two 
songs here. (PO Box 470153, SF, CA 94147-0153) 


ALL DAY-Cry For Help (Know) 

Charging punk with everyone-in-for-the-chorus vocals 
and bolstered by a punchy, two guitar attack. Pennywise 
bassist Randy Bradbury plays guitar here and it’s like a 
more oi-inspired version of his other band. (PO Box 4830, 
Long Beach, CA 90804) 


ANTI-FLAG-Kill Kill Kill (SelfServ) 

The single’s title comes from “Kill The Rich,” with those 
words making an irresistable chorus hook (along with a riff 
stolen from “Sonic Reducer’). Tough but tuneful punk with 
vehementsettlements and an instrumental skill that belies 
their youth. “You’d Do The Same” is another memorable 
anthem. You need this—trust me! (PO Box 71466, Pitts- 
burgh, PA 15213) - 


APOSTLES ONSTRIKE-Torrid Tales Of The Superhate 
(Johann’s Face) 

Torrid’s an accurate description. Slam-bang, torqued- 
off hardcore rampage. “Mexicago” throws in some south- 
of-the-border acoustic guitar sounds and rockabilly bass 
tuns. Punk aggression with a few twists to keep it interest- 
ing. (PO Box 479-164, Chicago, IL 60647) 


ATLAS SHRUGGED/NEW DAY RISING-Split (Moo Cow) 

Both bands play in the heavy/angst-filled style but 
there’s a loose flow and underlying melodicism inherent 
with each unit. Well-played and executed but not some- 
thing I'd probably actively seek out again. (PO Box 616, 
Madison, WI 53701) 


AUTOMATICS-10 Golden Greats! (Mutant Pop) 

Ten tunes jammed on this 7", only three of ‘em cracking 
the minute barrier and the band’s speedy and raw tuneful- 
ness will quickly bring a smile. Trebly as fuck, trash-can 
drums but burning a hole in ‘yer heart. ($3 ppd from 5010 
NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 


BELTONES-Lock And Load (Far Out) 

Very reminiscent of SLF, especially in Billy's gruff 
vocals and the staccato/stinging guitar sound. They even 
Steal a page from “Barbed Wire Love” in the doo-wop 
interlude on “Insipid Sedentary Girl.” Non-polished pro- 
duction makes it sound even better. (PO Box 14361, Ft. 
Lauderdale, FL 33302) 


BEOWULF-Homey, Don’t You Know Me? (Lost & 
Found) 

Older material, dating back to the “Welcome To Venice” 
comp with one foot in the SoCal punk tradition and one 
foot in the Motérhead, speed-metal school. High-energy 
fare. (Binteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


BIG HEAVY STUFF-Birthday/White Flag (DeSoto) 

Band name fits—Nirvana meets Jawbox grunge rock 
with heaviness and hooks and not too bad, though not 
world-shaking, either. From Australia and there’s a ten- 
sion and semi-potency in the songwriting. (PO Box 60335, 
Washington, DC 20039) 


BOLLWEEVILS-7 1/2 Clicks/WALKER-Pinball (Harm- 
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less) 

The Bollweevils can do no wrong and their song here 
is another infectious treat. Walker operate in slightly 
poppier territory, though still with the necessary energetic 
spark. (1437 W. Hood, Chicago, IL 60660) 


BUGLITE-Sorry To Disappoint You (Mutant Pop) 

Tales of adolescent angst and love from this Pennsyl- 
vania three-piece. Some Undertones-ish guitarlines to go 
with the three chord buzz. Fairly typical, to be honest. ($3 
ppd from 5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 


BURN/PRISON-Split (Lost & Found) 

Two live tracks from Burn, mixing thrash and heavier 
impulses. Prison have a meaty, fast-paced sound with a 
NY vibe, even though they’re from the other coast. Gavin’s 
bare-chested glory is in full-effect for the front sleeve. 
(Binteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


CARDS IN SPOKES-Pool Party/On The Fritz (Allied) 

Uptempo Buzzcocks-meet-Jam pop ditties with preva- 
lent harmonies and a lively rhythm section that really 
cooks for “On The Fritz.” Enjoyable if not electrifying. (PO 
Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 


CAST IRON HIKE-Boxed + 2 (Trustkill) 

The Dogmatics once joked about hardcore kids now 
being into heavy metal. Cast Iron Hike prove that out with 
theirheavy, lurching sounds. One plus is Jacob Brennan's 
soulful vocals—soaring over the fray with an absence of 
bowel-rumbling gravel tones. Sharp rhythms and beefy 
guitars with the requisite crunch. Ina similar vein as Only 
Living Witness. (23 Farm Edge Lane, Tinton Falls, NJ 
07724) 


CLABBERHAG-Poke Yer Eye Out (Nervous/Too Many) 

Rough punk with a pointed agenda, especially on the 
pro-choice “Privacy Fight Song.” “Chivalry’s Slave” is a 
brief, spark-flying outburst. The musicianship isn’t that 
polished and it's a plus, here. (PO Box 1222, Spokane, 
WA 99210) 





COCKNOOSE-AIl Jacked Up/The Country Song 
(Woundup) 

The back porch leads to hell and Cocknoose are your 
guides. “All Jacked Up” is another three-chord piledriver 
with attitude. “The Country Song” sure as fuck doesn’t 
sound like Garth Whoozis. Antiseen’s Jeff Clayton 
scratches along on his washboard. Armed (literally) and 
dangerous. (PO Box 3695, Kansas City, KS 661 03) 


COLD CRANK-Flinch (Blue Lamp) 

Somewhere between doom ‘n gloom and darker punk. 
This band has too much ferocity and melody to fall into 
completely depressive territory, especially for the title 
track (the best song here). Produced by the Fluid’s Matt 
Bischoff. (PO Box 2974, Denver, CO 80201) 


COLLATERAL DAMAGE (Indecision) 

The mean stuff and Collateral Damage generate a 
credible balance between hard crunch and thrashy pum- 
mel, especially “Nation.” Shake those wallet chains! (PO 
Box 5781, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 


COMPOUND RED-Feelings...Nothing More Than 
(Lombardi) 

Emotional surge time—big guitar chords anda melodic 
bass line to go along with the vocal outpouring on “Angel 
Danced Away.” The flip, “Now | Am An Anchor,” provides 
an equally potent powerburst. The hooks make the differ- 
ence. (PO Box 2564, Madison, WI 53701-2564) 


CONNIE DUNGS-Missy and Johnny (Harmless)/I Hate 
This Town (Mutant Pop) 

About as dopey and geeky as it gets—the adenoidal/ 
snotty vocals, the “trouble with girls” lyrics and backing it 
up with basic pogo punch. Yep, the Connie Dungs are 
nerdy, punk and proud, role models for those who have 
had their hearts trampled one too many times. “I Hate This 
Town” will resound with anyone stuck in Armpitville USA. 
(Harmless: 1437 West Hood St., Chicago, IL 60660/ 
Mutant Pop: $3 ppd from 5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 
97330) 
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C.R. (Reservoir)/The Floppy (Reservoir) 

A 7" and a flexi (the latter available w/Sound Views 
zine) exploding with boil-over rage. Manic speed bursts, 
mid-tempo savagery that both favor nerve-bending gui- 
tars and throat-shred vocals and if you needa respite from 
sugary punk then here’s the antidote. Damaged, twisted 
and dead-on. (PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 11379- 
0366) 


DARE TO DEFY/S.F.A.-Dead People Make The Best 
Friends (Too Damn Hype) 

Packaged ina disgusting sleeve is one original and one 
coverapiece by these vetaran, aggressive hardcore bands. 
DTD covera Bad Brains’ obscurity, “Redbone In The City” 
and add their own thrashy “Regarding Ignorance.” S.F.A. 
mutilate the Avengers’ “We Are The One,” but “I Don’t 
Need You” rocks at a healthy mid-tempo clip. Okay. (PO 
Box 1520, Cooper Station, NY, NY 10276-1520) 


DEAD END KIDS-Elvis + 2 (Pelado) 

There’s a song about working at Burger King and 
having Elvis come through the drive-thru. Well, at leastit’s 
a different topic than usual for a punk band. Scrappy, fast- 
paced songs with “All Revved Up” making the strongest 
impression. Older punk and rootsier rock influences and 
not bad. (521 W. Wilson, #B202, Costa Mesa, CA 92627) 


DEMPSEY (Indecision) 

Vocally and musically, the Quicksand thing’s happen- 
ing, albeit with a heavier pulse. Full and powerful and 
naming your band after a legendary boxer is cool in my 
book. (PO Box 5781, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 


DEERHEART-Male/Radiator Lover (Goldenrod) 

Dense noise-bash, with vocals from the pits of depths 
of the screaming soul, a feisty, yet multi-faceted guitar 
swoop and bludgeoning rhythms. Steve Albini’s recording 
favors the bottom-end and the sound is thuddingly heavy. 
Could be a recipe for future destruction. (3770 Tansy St., 
San Diego, CA 92121) 


DICKY RETARDO/RETAIL PRICE-Split (Black Tar) 

Dicky Retardo includes Chris from Fed Up and they 
play spirited, slam-bang punk, throwing in a sloppy MC5 
cover (“Rama Lama Fa Fa Fa”) for good measure. Retail 
Price take parts of Crass and Rudimentary Peniand throw 
it into the thrash blender with some success. (330 W. 
Valencia, Apt. D, Burbank, CA 91506) 


DIGGER-Geek Love (Hopeless) 

Pretty geeky—well, sort of. Pop tunes emphasizing 
hooks and melodies, though a little short on burning 
power. Actually, the title track picks up the pace alittle. Hit 
and miss. (PO Box 7495, Van Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 


DIRECTION-Flatline (Ballyhoo Withdrawal) 

Crunch-core with some groove and a little livelier than 
many bands of this ilk. Overly serious, soul-searching and 
making a stand against homophobia for “Far From The 
Truth.” Nice to see social awareness coming out of Texas 
and the music’s passable—f you like the newer hardcore, 
this band is worth checking out. (PO Box 281, Flint, TX 
75762-0281) 


DISCOUNT-Wonder Pulled Me Under (Liquid Meat)/ 
All Too Often (Mighty Idy) 

Pop/punk music, witha female vocalist who has a voice 
somewhere between Tilt’s Cinder and Julianna Hatfield 
with a faux English accent. Short, catchy songs and more 
than bearable. Ringing guitars and strong bass melodies 
to go along with the confident vocals. “All Too Often” 
reprises three songs from an earlier demo. (L. Meat: PO 
Box 5312/M. Idy: Vero Beach, FL 32961) 


DODGE DART-Something In My Eye (Truk) 

Snappy pop tunes driven by a punkish buzz that'll keep 
you smiling all morning or night or whenever the hell you 
play it. |can even forgive the white shirts, ties and shades. 
They make songs called “I Hate You” and “Killin’ Spree” 
sound joyous—the sign of a talented band! (1930 Placentia 
Ave. #B2, Costa Mesa, CA 92627) 


DOWN MF-Toast Of The Town/Valentine (Super 8) 
Fractured pop songs—primitive guitar shards, cheaply- 
miked vocals and somehow coming together for the big 


hook, especially “Toast Of The Town.” Disintegration = 
beauty. (PO Box 4023, Boston, MA 02101) 


ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN-Action High/Out There 
(Intensive Scare) 

Another dose of primal rock ‘n roll with the EF, their first 
release with new vocalist Scotty Wilkins (ex-Verbal Abuse) 
and his raspy style fits in fine. B-side is an F-Word cover 
and this disc is up to the usual high standard. (PO Box 142, 
NY, NY 10002-0142) 


EVERREADY-All Time Low (Mighty Idy) 

Hardly a low—more heartfelt punk with raspy and 
passionate vocals and the band’s terrific guitar buzz. Not 
quite up to the level of their albums (oramazing Skene! 7") 
but still worth hearing. (PO Box 7756, Clearwater, FL 
34618) 


EYELID-Days Infected (Ammunition) 

Red vinyl, like the blood they bleed in their angst-filled 
torpor. Another way of saying here’s a heavy hardcore 
band with grind/lurch riffs, melodic textures and the big 
wall of isolation up in full-effect. I'm keeping out. (PO Box 
461, Bellflower, CA 90707) 


FALLING SICKNESS/NOBODYS-Split (Hopeless) 
NOBODYS-Politically Incorrect (Just Add Water) 

Punk fun from Riverside, CA’s Falling Sickness and 
Colorado Springs’ Nobodys. The Sickness spice up their 
high-speed punk with a ska inflection, while the Nobodys 
stick to a “fuck-you” but scrappy, smiley-faced sound. 
Their tracks were produced by Joe Queer in beautiful 
Portsmouth, NH, so you know where they're coming from. 
For “Politically Incorrect,” it's even nastier sounding. Raw, 
rough and snotty and they take no prisoners in their odes 
to porn, the death penalty (pro), religion (anti) and girls 
(neanderthal). | hope they're kidding! (PO Box 7495, Van 
Nuys, CA 91409-7495) 


FASTBREAK-Don't Stop Trying (Third Party) 
Youth crew posi-core, straight (and | do mean straight) 
out of 87 and, you know what—they do it the way it should 
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be done. A lyric sheet with all the bruthas singing along, 
airborne musicians and a block-letter logo. Beefy guitar 
riffs played ata fast clip and way more enjoyable thana lot 
of the newer sXe bands. Ten Yard Fight still have the edge 
(in a manner of speaking) in terms of recapturing this 
sound, but Fastbreak have the right idea. Bringin’ it back! 
(21 Nancy Lane, Amherst, NY 14228) 


FERD MERT-I Don’t Know (206) 

High energy punk music with a buzzin’ guitar sound 
and adding a little ska for “Flannel.” Seven rapid songs in 
quick succession so you don't get bored and it’s goofy 
good fun. “There’s something wrong with the music of 
today...” Indeed! (8314 Greenwood Ave., N., #102, Se- 
attle, WA 98103) 


FIFTY TWO X/MILHOUSE-Split (Reservoir) 

Soul-scream hardcore with lurching riffs and larnyx- 
flaying vocals from both bands. Intense, draining songs by 
both bands and favoring mind-melt guitar riffs. Nothing 
pretty about it at all. (PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 
11379) 


FIGHTING CAUSE-She’s So Tough/MCRACKINS-Slap 
Me Silly (Last Resort) 

Happy, tuneful punk by both bands. It’s unbeleivable 
how much stuff the McRackins put out. No new ground 
broken, unless you count the McRackins turning “Frosty 
The Snowman’ into “Enus The Psycho.” Fighting Cause 
add a slight garage tinge to “She's So Tough.” Colorful 
sleeve art, too. (PO Box 2986, Covina, CA 91722) 


FLIES-Teen Challenge (Empty) 

Uptempo and tuneful punk, except for “Plaster Of 
Paris,” which takes a somber, kind of post-punkish turn. 
Okay, but not really special except for the catchy “Jamie’s 
Cryin” (no, not that “Jamie’s Cryin") (PO Box 12034, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 


454 BIG BLOCK (Big Wheel Recreation) 
Dishing it out with rage and force. “Repentance” throws 
thrash into the mix; the remainder grinds and slugs its way 
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through a mid-tempo minefield. The bottom-endis muffled 
but new drummer Alex (ex-Kingpin) adds subtle touches 
to the groove and Nathan is murderously intense. (325 
Huntington Ave., #24, Boston, MA 02115) 


FRANK BOOTH BAND-Gravity 3/Play Pretty (Blow 
Torch) 

A band from Minnapolis using volume for a weapon 
and named after a psycho character from Blue Velvet 
(“don't you fuckin’ look at me!”). Big chord hammer- 
sweep, with subtler shadings leading to the payoff and 
larynx-ripping vocals. “Play Pretty” culminates with some 
effective three-chord bash. Good. (PO Box 50506, Minne- 
apolis, MN 55405) 


THE FREEZE-Guilty Face (Lost & Found) 

Another reissue of the Freeze’s ’82 EP, plus the 
“Boston Not LA” tracks. Classic stuff, of course. Blistering 
punk with songwriting smarts and rapid-fire, buzz-kill riffs. 
This is the only way to get the 4 songs from “Guilty Face,” 
right now, so it’s worth it. (Binteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, 
GERMANY) 


FTE-Front Towards Enemy (Exit, dbl. 7") 

Mixed bag of groove-core, older NYHC style and even 
the boogie-rockin’ “Rockabilly” that’s the best song here. 
Some of this isn’t bad, though not really life-changing. 
Features ex-Yuppicide guitarist Steve Karp. (PO Box 263, 
NY, NY 10012) 


FUMES-Flamethrower (Trench) 

A-side’s from the album and there are two non-LP b- 
sides, a scorchin’ original called “Eastside Story’ and a 
cover of AC/DC's “Kicked In The Teeth,” from “Powerage” 
which, as everyone knows, was AC/DC's best album. 
Ass-kickin’ garage/thrash/punk mania. (PO Box 1222, 
Spokane, WA 99202) 


FUN GIRLS FROM MT. PILOT-Diary Of A Madwoman 
(House O'Pain) 

Snotty, punchy punk obnoxiousness, plus a wrestling 
anthem in “Monkey Flips” (I always give bonus points to 
those bands who know the majesty of the squared circle) 
and the cover is a parody of Ozzy’s first album. Comes 
with a booklet documenting this band's love of the metal 
icon. Fun as usual. (PO Box 120861, Nashville, TN 
37212) 


THE GAIN/SCARED OF CHAKA-Split (702) 
THE GAIN/ZOINKS!-Split (Rhetoric) 

The Gain are emerging as one helluva band—ele- 
ments of garage pop fused with a scrappy punk flourish. 
Jangle, slash and strong harmonies. They share space 
with worthy bands on both of these releases. Scared Of 
Chaka also emphasize poppy touches in their upbeat 
punk sound. Harmonies and a punchy approach are also 
hallmarks of Zoinks! likeable tunes. (702: PO Box 204, 
Reno, NV/Bhetoric: PO Box 82, Madison, WI 53701) 


GAUNT-Cheater's Heaven/Powder Keg Variety (Su- 
per 8) 

Atthe core, Gauntwrite great pop tunes—"Powder Keg 
Variety” is one such example. “Cheater’s Heaven” is a 
song from their hometown compatriots Thomas Jefferson 
Slave Apartments and is also well-done. Stinging punk 
energy and hooks galore. (PO Box 4023, Boston, MA 
02101) 


GIRL TROUBLE-The Track/Scorpio 9 (Estrus) 

These guys have been around forever and stick to their 
rootsy rock sound with he-man, low-timbre vocals on “The 
Track.” The flip is an instrumental. Reverential to the past 
without being a stale relic. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 
98227) 


GOAT BOY-Struggle For Power (Dead Beat) 
Passionate hardcore coming on like a mix of Dag Nasty 
and Fuel. Ragged vocals (one of ‘em screams like SSD's 
Springa!) and fast, driving arrangements. Intelligent lyrics 
attacking global concerns and rammed home with musi- 
cal finesse and adrenalin. (PO Box 283, LA, CA 90078) 


GOOD RIDDANCE/LL REPUTE-It's Only FunTill Some- 
one Gets Hurt (It’s Alive) 
This small label has come up with two relatively big 


names. Surging hardcore by both bands and favoring 
less-polished sound quality and it works in both bands’ 
favor. Hooks emerging from the guitar-driven fray, with III 
Repute adding a semi-cheesy lead break to “Bleed” but 
both bands operate in the timeless SoCal style. Material 
that’s unavailable elsewhere. (PO Box 6326, Oxnard, CA 
93031-6326) 


GOTOHELLS (Stiff Pole) 

A multi-faceted rock ‘n roll wrecking machine, from the 
rootsy barrage of “If | Could Make A Girl” and “I Heard” to 
the tough, poppy impulses of “Double Fisted.” ‘Best 
chorus: ”So maybe | drink too much think too much about 
stupid shit/But if it don’t get me drunk then the hell with it.” 
I'll raise a glass to that... (PO Box 20721, St. Pete, FL 
33742) : 
GRIFTERS-Slipknot/Subterranean Death Ride Blues 
(Super 8) 

It's always a crapshoot with The Grifters and this 
single’s no exception. “Slipknot” is a nifty little rocker with 
a “Totally Wired” drum signature, relentless bass and 
sinister guitar noodling and it's over too quickly. “SDRB’ is 
a four-track demo and takes a darker, organic route. (PO 
Box 4023, Boston, MA 02101) 


GRINGO/FALL RIVER OVERDRIVE-Split (Roachender) 

Two feisty bands from Providence. Gringo offerpunchy, 
three chord punk and Fall River Overdrive delve into 
COC-inspired metal/damage/noise territory while main- 
taining a hardcore attitude. (91 Simmons St. #2, Provi- 
dence, Ri 02909) 


GUTFIDDLE (Stiff Pole) 

Too many 7"s out there—a whole day listening to them 
and I’ve hardly made a dent—and Gutfiddle make it worth 
the time. More of the fast, catchy punk shit without an 
ounce of wimpiness. Good enough for these ears. (PO 
Box 20721, St. Petersburg, FL 33742) 


HALF LIFE/RAISED FIST-Split (H.G. Fact) 

Half Life (from Japan; not the old PA band) kick through 
their two songs with hammering authority. Fast-paced, 
metal-tinged riffs and nettled vocals. Raised Fist, mean- 
while, dish out ferocious hardcore straight out of the late 
80s and doit in convincingly clobbering fashion. A potent 
dose of rage. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, 
NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


HANDSOME-Needles/Waiting (Full City Blend) 

Emotional vocals and a thundering melodic/post- 
hardcore sound. Thorny-swarm guitar chords and a pow- 
erful bass/drums combination and better-executed than 
on their Sub Pop single. “Needles” thumps like a cross 
between Helmet and Quicksand, which makes sense 
because ex-Helmet guitarist Peter Mengede is one of the 
parties involved (and Q’sand’s Tom Capone has joined 
since this recording). (PO Box 166, Stuyvesant Station, 
NY, NY 10009) 


HARVEST-Waterfall/Auburn (Trustkill) 

Even when | accidentally played this at 45, it sounded 
sloggish. Constipated angst from this ultra-sludge ‘core 
act and there’s some serious pain being exchanged— 
from them to me. (23 Farm Edge Lane, Tinton Falls, NJ 
07724) 


HICKEY-Art, Messianism & Crime (Last Resort) 

Whatcan you say about a band who has songtitles like 
“Everything | Know About Sex! Learned from Kiss” or “The 
Kittens Will Have Their Say”? A musical mix of hardcore, 
pop and indy rock and it’s all wrapped in a newspaper that 
reads like SubGenius propaganda. Clever fucks. (PO Box 
2986, Covina, CA 91722) 


HIGHSTRUNG (House O’ Pain) 

Rough, tuneful punk mixed with poppy and ska touches 
but not, thankfully, falling into the ska-punk trap. To-the- 
point lyrics that lash out at America’s conformist nature 
and stress individuality. Sure it’s been done before but | 
never tire of hearing those sentiments or scrappy punk 
rock, for that matter. (PO Box 120861, Nashville, TN 
37212) 


HITMEN (Rocco) 


= 


Reservoir Dogs fashion sense aside, here’s some 
scorching punk rock from Chicago. Loud ‘n fast and 
exuding a ragtag adrenalin, especially for “No Control.” 
The Windy City strikes again. (PO Box 14781, Chicago, IL 
60614) 


HUFFY-Anything Goes/Handlebars (Ringing Ear) 

Jon Clark keeps finding good bands for his label. Two 
poppy, hook-filled songs, here—a punkish buzz and indy- 
rock thrust a/a early Dinosaur, especially for “Handle- 
bars.” Looking forward to hearing more. (9 Maplecrest, 
Newmarket, NH 03857-1401) 


JAKKPOT-You Ain’t Shit/Nobody Wanted Us (Ameri- 
can Punk) 

Righteous, stompin’, in your face punk attitude. “You 
ain’t shit without a leather jacket” is their credo and they 
back it up with a garrulous, three chord ass-kickin’. The flip 
is a Black Market Baby cover, tailored to Jakkpot’s point 
of view and it makes me realize, once again, how under- 
rated BMB were. | wanna hear more from these guys... 
(802 S. Broadway, Baltimore, MD 21231) 


JAVA CHRIST-Songs To Confuse Slam Dancers 
(House O’Pain) 

The astute slam-dancer won't be too confused if he/ 
she adds a little skanking and pogoing to the dance 
repertoire. Tuneful, upbeat punk with hooks and a smid- 
gen of ska for “Gasoline” and “Clue.” Plenty of buzz, 
especially “Insomnia.” (PO Box 12086, Nashville, TN 
37212) 


J CHURCH-Kittums In A Coma (Broken) 

A reissue of a’93 single, with one original, “Lines” and 
covers of the Smiths’ “Girlfriend In A Coma” and 
Radiohead's “Creep,” both of which fare OK inthe Church's 
hands. Kind of a throwaway, actually. So when's the box 
set? (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146) 


JON COUGAR CONCENTRATION CAMP-Victoria’s 
Secret Sauce (Mutant Pop) 

Four more tough punk tunes from this can’t-lose crew. 
Old-style sting crossed with raw, fast melodicism and it 
gets me every time. Right-on commentary about the state 
of Cali punk on the cover, as well. ($3 ppd from 5010 NW 
Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 


T. LANCE & THE COCTAILS-Why?/Aba-Daba Do 
Dance (Telstar) 

Rockin’ garage punk on the a-side, a cover of a Dirty 
Wurds’ song from '66 and the b-side is a weird novelty 
ditty—deadpan backup vocals and Lance’s falsetto lead 
and he eventually breaks up laughing. This is cool stuff. 
(PO Box 1123, Hoboken, NJ 07030) 


LIL BUNNIES (Moo-La-La) 

Poised for greatness. Crude garage punk, complete 
with the cheesiest cheapo organ and all songs about 
being a bunny. “Bunnies” is actually an Electric Eels 
cover. “We're the lil bunnies/and you think it’s funny/but 
it’s not/fuck you!” Pure genius and, at a time when it’s all 
predictable and packaged, this is a fine kick in the ass. 
(1114 21st St., Sacramento, CA 95814) 


LIMECELL (Black Hole) 

“Now put it on and start breaking things...” Gotta love 
any record with those kind of instructions. Tough, mean oi- 
style punk with ass-kickin’ tunes and down to earth senti- 
ments. “Crack Hooker” is as sympathetic to prostitutes as 
“You're Not Punk You're Dirty” was towards crusties ona 
previous 7", These guys could be the Wretched Ones’ 
drinkin’ buds. In fact, I'll bet they are. (12 W. Willow Grove 
Ave., Box 130, Philadelphia, PA 19118) 


LION TAMER-West 64/Shoes (Headhunter) 

Somewhere between emotional post-hardcore terri- 
tory and indy rock melodics—god, I’m tired of categories. 
Try this—what if you mated Garden Variety and Versus? 
Something like that... (4901-906 Morena Bivd., San Di- 
ego, CA 92117) 


LOAD-Lumberjack Death Luge + 2 (House O’ Pain) 
Florida crazies return with another three song explo- 

sion—metallic damage and hardcore ferocity, spear- 

headed by wild vocals and stringbending guitar pyrotech- 





nics. Title track is an ode to the glory of pro wrestling. Talk 
about cool... (PO Box 120861, Nashville, TN 37212) 


LOOMIS-Planes Vs. Tanks/Secret Asian Man 
(Lombardi) 

One LP cut, one non-LP cut and hitting a solid emo- 
tional peak on both songs. Big melodies presented with 
buzzing panache. “Secret Asian Man” is as good as 
anything on the album—maybe better. (PO Box 2564, 
Madison, WI 53701-2564) 


LOS HUEVOS-The Rebel Kind (Moo-La-La) 

Cheaply-recorded punk/garage roar. These guys know 
how to get the job done, with an all-American scorch 
attack and they rip Kaos’ “Alcoholiday” to smithereens. 
Doing it the way it’s supposed to be! If this doesn’t bring 
on violent tendencies, nothing will. (1114 21st St., Sacra- 
mento, CA 95814) 


MAD PARADE/BRUISERS-Split (Lost & Found) 

One unreleased song apiece from each band. Mad 
Parade’s poppy/melodic track doesn’t quite have the 
punch of their recent album. The Bruisers’ song is in their 
newer, rockabilly-inspired sound and fairly spirited. 
(Biinteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


MAN OR ASTRO-MAN?-The Sounds Of Tomorrow 
(Estrus) 

MOAM's consistent level is maintained, with these 
spacy/surfy songs. “Green Blooded Love” throws in a 
vocal chorus and there’s also an ode to Dick Tracy's two- 
way wrist radio. Sleeve is a throwback to the stereo demo 
records of the 50s and 60s. Coooool. (PO Box 2125, 
Bellingham, WA 98227) 


MAXIMUM PENALTY-East Side Story (Too Damn Hype) 

The return of the late 80s NYHC band and alternating 
between fast and medium tempos. Although using Samuel 
Jackson’s speech from “Pulp Fiction” is getting kind of 
trite, it leads into the steaming “American Dream” and 
“Distressed” keeps the adrenalin flowing, as well. Pro- 
forma hardcore, adding a little groove to the heaviness 
and with a gruff/soulful vocal delivery—kind of like if 
Raybeez could actually sing. (PO Box 1520, Cooper 
Station, NY, NY 10276-1520) 


MEN’S RECOVERY PROJECT-Botanica Mysteria (Kill 
Rock Stars) 

Sam McPheeters (ex-Born Against) and some other 
musical pals play challenging material that encompasses 
experimental tendencies, punk gnash and herky-jerk an- 
gularity. Varying between brilliance and dreck. (120 NE 
State St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


MOCK-Pity/Remember Me (Goldenrod) 

California punk sounds, in a mid-tempo and pounding 
vein for the a-side and more along the lines of early Social 
D. for the flip. The requisite amount of buzz and power, 
though not yet outstanding. (3770 Tansy St., San Diego, 
CA 92121) 


MONO MEN-Another Way/Behind Bars (Estrus)/Cross 
Alley Stomp (Estrus) 

Hey, hey, it's the Mono Men again and “Another Way” 
is played in their tried ‘n true fired-up rock style. The 
instrumental flip is a fuzz-less, roots rock romp with a shit- 
kickin’ beat. Gorgeous, glittery purple ‘n gold sleeve to 
boot. The “Alley” 7" features four outtakes from their live 
album recorded at a bowling alley packaged, appropri- 
ately, in a round sleeve shaped like a bowling ball (awe- 
some!)—two vocal and two instrumental performances, 
including a strong take on “Rumble,” the granddaddy of 
vocalless cool. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98277) 


MOSES-Spotted Horse/Monster In My Room (Spooky 
Tree) 

Another band of ex-members, from Helino, Go, Vitapup 
and Citizens Arrest. “Spotted Horse” is rooted in the emo 
punk style, with surging riffs, but given a poppier sheen 
and Dianne’s vocals soar dominantly over the proceed- 
ings. “Monster” has more of the modern, post-hardcore 
flavor, only a little too much on the slick side. Have mixed 
feelings about this—especially in the vocal department. 
(16 Allston St., Allston, MA 02134) 


MULER-On The Rug/Slowpoke (Deep Elm) 

The indy pop underground continues to spit out one 
band after another and Muler cut it with the heartfelt “On 
The Rug.” Jangle to slash guitars and raspy vocals riding 
the crest of the big hook. “Slowpoke” slows it up, but 
maintains the same winning qualities. (PO Box 1965, NY, 
NY 10156) 


MULTIPLEX/EXIT-13 (H.G. Fact) 

Excruciating noise terror from both bands and | mean 
excruciating. Death/grind/thrash with incomprensible vo- 
cals, in the lower register from Multiplex and of the blood- 
curdling variety for Exit-13 plus generic blast-beat drum- 
ming. Pointless noise. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI- 
CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


NEGLECT/CLEANSER-Split (Exit) 

Neglect hammer with ruthless heaviness and bile-filled 
vocals and sound like Killing Time’s angry younger broth- 
ers. Cleanser, on the other hand, have a weak vocalist, an 
annoying snare and double-bass drum-dominated groove 
sound and tuneless arrangement on their track. (PO Box 
263, NY, NY 10012) 


NEW BOMB TURKS-Stick It Out/(Still) Never Will/Job 
(Fat) 

Yep, the Turks are big Smiths’ fans and the sleeve for 
this 7" is a tribute to that band, right down to the personnel 
listings (Eric goes only by his surname Davidson and Matt 
and Bill play the bass guitar and the drums, respectively). 
The music’s nothing like the Smiths, though. “Stick It Out” 
is a typically kick-ass rocker, “(Still) Never Will” is an 
organ-tinged 60s garage take ona song from “Info Super- 
highway” and “Job” is an obscure punk cover (from The 
Nubs). The best band in the world—you’d better fuckin’ 
believe it! (PO Box 193690, SF, CA 94119) 


NEW SWEET BREATH-SSilka + 2 (Ringing Ear)/Blessed/ 
Black To Blue (Major Appliance)/Go Away/When It’s 
All Said (Mag Wheel) 

Three singles on three different lables and it’s an 
infectious pop rush, once again, for this band who will 
make you forget that Seattle was the grunge capital. Sure, 
they bring Di Hiiskers to mind, but the distorted vocals 
and go for broke arrangements make these songs hard to 
get out of your head. The Major Appliance 7" features 
slightly cleaned-up production without losing the band’s 
edgy appeal. On the Mag Wheel release, the vocals are 
clearer for “Go Away,” while “Said,” once again, utilizes 
the lower-fidelity aesthetic. All of these singles are well- 
worth your time. This is going to make a dynamite compi- 
lation cassette! (Ringing Ear: 9 Maplecrest, Newmarket, 
NH 03857/Major Appliance: PO Box 17245, Seattle, WA 
98107/Mag Wheel: PO Box 115, Stn. R, Montreal, Que., 
H2S 3K6, CANADA) 


NITRO JUNIOR-It’s A Beautiful Day To Die (Lost Cross) 

Fast punk shit with almost a rockabilly tinge in the 
arrangements but it’s still hard and fast to the core. High- 
octane! (407 W. Elm, Carbondale, IL 62901) 


NO ESCAPE/BONESAW-Split (Lost & Found) 

Two bands (No Escape are now defunct) doing the 
heavy stuff and doing it well. No Escape temper “Silence” 
with melody to go with the thundering rage and they do 
justice to the Big Boys’ “No.” Bonesaw's “Deal With It,” 
also on their new album, is a stomping crunch-attack. 
(Biinteweg 1, 30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


OMAHA-The Return As... (Doghouse) 

Hardcore and post-punk noise working in tandem and 
if the instrumental “Nova Plan” sounds a little like Shellac, 
maybe that’s due to the tense arrangement and Bob 
Weston’s thunder-bottom recording. Interesting. (PO Box 
8946, Toledo, OH 43623) 


PADDED CELL-I Don’t Need No Arms (Dead Beat) 

Totally enjoyable punk rock with loud guitars, produc- 
tion that plays up those guitars, endearing faux-Cockney 
vocals and snappy songwriting. Brazen lyrical viewpoints 
that are pro-gay, anti-racist, anti-war but not done in 
polemic fashion—these guys clearly come from the “yeah 
the world sucks and let’s say that but, meantime, how 
about another beer?” mentality. Right on... (PO Box 283, 
Los Angeles, CA 90078) 


PARASITES-Our Love Is Top Secret/Stay Awhile 
(Rocco) 

Nikki Parasite is a pop wizard and this version of the 
Parasites keeps the hooks coming and rocks harder than 
in the past. Sleeve parodies Boris The Sprinkler, as well. 
Great punk buzz. (PO Box 14781, Chicago, IL 60614- 
0281) 


PHANTOM SURFERS-Istanbul/Tokyo Twist (Lookout) 

Surfin’ off to far-off lands. Actually, there’s nothing very 
Japanese sounding about “Tokyo Twist,” but “Istanbul” 
has an exotic Eastern flavor. Credible twang—you'd think 
this was a lost record from the 60s. (PO Box 11374, 
Berkeley, CA 94701) 


PHONO-COMB-The Cross & The Switchblade 
(Quarterstick) 

Two ex-Shadowy Men members doing the jangle ‘n 
reverb instrumental thang. Unfortunately, once you get 
past the novelty of hearing the Ramones’ “53rd & 3rd” 
done Link Wray style, there’s not much else to capture the 
fancy. (PO Box 25342, Chicago, IL 60625) 


PINK LINCOLNS-Sumo Fumes 3 (Stiff Pole) 

Two more covers—Bowie’s “Heroes” and 999’s “Homi- 
cide’—given perfunctory, if not amazing treatment and 
one hot original, “Real Life,” a ripping punk tune. (PO Box 
20721, St. Pete, FL 33742) 


POLLYANNA-Fordgreensilverocket/Grover Washing- 
ton (DeSoto) 

Surging, dense indy pop, with “Fordgreen” coming on 
like primo Swervedriver (or Dino Jr, for that matter) and 
reinforced with a blistering bass run. The flip is slightly- 
more pedestrian mid-tempo pop/grunge. Some redeem- 
ing qualities. (PO Box 60335, Washington, DC 20039) 


POWER PELLETS-What’s The Odds? (Underbit) 

Not Hawaiian Punch, but Hawaiian Punk. From the 
nerdy, trouble’ with girls and bullies school and fighting 
back with ringing, catchy chords. Geeky and proud of it! 
(PO Box 10798, Honolulu, HI 96816) 


PRESSGANG-Admit Nothing, Blame Everyone, Be 
Bitter (SelfServ) 

They've got heart, as they say. Pressgang have an 8 
panel, double sleeve that explains the purpose behind the 
lyrics and they achieve a potent blend of emo, melody and 
rage. “Six Billion” adds a ringing guitar hook while ad- 
dressing the paradox of pro-lifers valuing a fetus over the 
life of the mother and over animals that are consumed. 
Outrage harnessed into a diverse musical approach. (PO 
Box 71466, Pittsburgh, PA 15213) 


PROMISE RING-Falsetto Keeps Time (Jade Tree) 
PROMISE RING-E. Texas Ave/TEXAS IS THE REA- 
SON-Blue Boy (Jade Tree) 

The Ring's first 7" favors yearning, fragile rock that 
goes the build-up-to-catharsis route but doesn’t really 
reach any sort of mind-blowing epiphany or anything. A 
fewcrests here and there and certainly emotion-packed in 
execution, but still on the whiny side. Some might call it 
bad indy rock. I'll be slightly more charitable but not that 
much more charitable. Things improve on the split with a 
slightly more fiery track. Texas Is The Reason work similar 
territory on their song but, while listenable, the buzz on this 
band still eludes me. (2310 Kennwynn Rd., Wilmington, 
DE 19810) 


PUD-I Was A Teenage Rancor (Recess) 
Ranty, tuneful songs, but with an old-school punk 
flavor. It makes me think back to when | was a teenager _ 


‘and one of my co-workers on a’newspaper delivery crew 


used to call everything that irked him a real “pain in the 
pud.” So, Joe, wherever you are, this band’s for you! (PO 
Box 1112, Torrance, CA 90505) 


PULLOUTS-A Lot Of Power Tool In A Little Space 
(Mutant Pop) 

Buyoant pop/punk owing a bit to the Mr. T Experience, 
with their own absurdist take on life's ills and travails— 
pulling up the guts to ask someone out, childhood memo- 
ties, etc... Smiley-face stuff. ($3 ppd to 5010 NW Shasta, 
Corvallis, OR 97330) 


PUNCHBUGGY-Dressed For Success/My Voice Is 
Weak (Mag Wheel) 

Two very brief pop tunes, with a rootsy quality. Empha- 
sis on vocal harmonies and homespun hooks and some- 
what successful, although not really of mind-blowing 
caliber. (PO Box 115, Stn. R, Montreal, Quebec, H2S 3K6, 
CANADA) 


QUEERS-Bubblegum Dreams (Lookout) 

One of the poppiest Queers’ records ever...two origi- 
nals, a Beach Boys cover (“Little Honda”) and a Muffs’ 
song (“End It All”). Actually, the infectious “Little Honda’ is 
the best song here. Joe King proves himself to be a 
versatile vocalist, although | think | like their hell-raising 
Stuff a little better. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 


RAIL-Luke & Lauraland (Red Dawg) 

Combining pop/punk tunes with a bright, guitar-driven 
indy-yearn sound. “Cheerleader On Prozac’ is in more of 
a conventional punk vein, Not too tough to take. The title 
tracks sounds quite a bit like Superchunk, while “Recon- 
sider” puts it all in perspective, stating “If you think this 
song will change it all, you've got it figured wrong.” Amen. 
(PO Box 2192, Bloomington, IN 47402-2192) 





RAT BASTARDS-Contaminated Minds (Will E. Sur- 
vive) 

Hot as fuck hardcore—Rat Bastards play with intese, 
pissed-off abandon. Five ripping songs expressing la- 
ments against pollution, racism and other societal ills and 
done with savage precision. ($3 to PO Box 2065, Northlake, 
IL 60164) 


RECTIFY-How We Feel (Crucial Response) 

Walkin’ the sXe line, although those words are never 
mentioned (but the X's in their logo are a giveaway) and 
this Norwegian band alternate between thrashy warp- 
speed and major-chord mosh parts. Fairly standard-sound- 
ing. (Kaisersfeld 98, 46047 Oberhausen, GERMANY) 


REDFIVE-Bunny (Revelation/Crisis) 

Revelation put out a single by this band who have a 
major-label release on Interscope. Alt-rock with loud gui- 
tars and punchy production (thanks to Mark Trombino). 
Not too tough to take in this two song dose. (PO Box 5232, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 


REDMOND SHOOTING STARS (Broken Rekids) 
Aaron Cometbus pops up again, playing drums in this 


short-lived trio based in Eugene, OR. Tight, rockin’ punk, 
as you'd expect, with bright melodies that echo his legacy 
in Crimpshrine, Sweet Baby and Pinhead Gunpowder. 
(PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146-0402) 


REHABS-King Of Hearts (Just Add Water) 

They call themselves “Beer drinkin’, meat eatin’ rock ‘n 
roll” and it makes sense. Rootsy rock with a 50s heart and 
given.a punkier finish, although still somewhat too much 
on the trad side for my tastes. Not fossilized, anyway. (PO 
Box 453, Clemson, SC 29633) 


RESIN SCRAPER-Harmful If Swallowed (Mag Wheel) 

Despite a bloody-pulp cover of Gang Green's “Alcohol” 
and colorful sleeve, this isn’totherwise memorable. Murky, 
sloppy garage punk. (PO Box 115, Stn. R, Montreal, Que., 
H2S 3K6, CANADA) 


SATANS-Satan’s Surf/Surf Rat (Estrus) 

An archival find from late '63 and it’s raucous R&B- 
laced rock ‘n roll with surfy touches and featuring gone 
guitar, honkin’ sax and a primal drum bash. Ignore the 
surface noise and buckle your seatbelts. (PO Box 2125, 
Bellingham, WA 98227) 


SCARIES-Scenes Of Broken Things/Too Few 
(Springbox) 

Stripped-down new wavish/post-punk with quick-paced 
arrangements anda feverish, nervous energy level. Skittery 
guitars and a crackling rhythm section and not the ghoul- 
ish contents that were expected. Nice surprise. (PO Box 
1063, San Benicia, CA 94510) 


SCISSORFIGHT-Human Head/Tempest Of Skulls 
(Summit) 

Sludge-slug rock with heavy ‘n hard riffs and sinister 
vocal growls. In Melvins’ territory, albeit with tongue even 
further in cheek. Monsters in the making. (PO Box 995, 
Boston, MA 02123) 


SCOUT-Economics/Tomato (Moo Cow) 

Effective outpouring of emotional catharsis. In other 
words, these guys channel their energy into a pounding 
musical expression, especially on “Economics.” Dour and 
serious but intensely engaging. (PO Box 616, Madison, 
WI 53701) 


SCRATCH BONGOWAX-Dogpile On Liz (Mutant Pop) 

Longtime garage/punk vets who | seem to remember 
being better on an earlier 7" | reviewed. Kinda whiny 
vocals and a slight twang in the guitar (at least on the title 
track) and not the total ass-drag scorch ‘nburn you’d hope 
for. They've got the beer-soaked ambiance right, anyway. 
($3 ppd to 5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 


SEVENYEARSWAR (Moo Cow) 

Powerful hardcore with a crunchy, but semi-melodic 
delivery and pouring every ounce of their being into the 
songs. “Act-Up” takes a strong stance against AIDS 
ignorance, as well. Heavy-stock sleeve and insert, ex- 
plaining why they do what they do. Intense. (PO Box 616, 
Madison, WI 53701) 


SHANK BUZZ-Mr. Public (Too Damn Hype) 

Getting the job done with a mid-tempo, hard rockin’ 
hardcore pound. Big riffs and appropriately agitated vo- 
cals that don’t slip into parody. (PO Box 1520, Cooper 
Station, NY, NY 10276) 


SHOEGAZER-Hey Turkey! (Fidotrust) 

“Everlast” is slammin’ punk in a Bad Religion-ish vein, 
with fast tempos and a melodic sense that is combined 
with guitar-driven fury. The flip, “1.21 Jigawatts,” favors a 
jittery, post-punkish approach. The band’s name doesn't 
hintat theiraggressive nature. (11461 Elizabeth, Norwalk, 
CA 90650) 


SHOTDOWNS-This Party Is A Frat House (Lookout) 
Top-secret pseudonymous band who, in fact, are Ben 
and Jughead from Screeching Weasel and drummer Jim 
DeRogatis (Ex-Lion Tamers and Rolling Stone bigshot). 
Ben, or Pappy Le Pewas he calls himself here, wails in an 
anguished manner and the music is raw, aggressive 
hardcore more akin to early 80s midwest scorch, as 
opposed to the poppy stuff you'd expect. Best song title: 
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“The World Is An Asshole And You're The Shit.” Recorded 
in’94. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 


SHOTWELL COHO (Broken Rekids) 

Aaron Cometbus and Paul from Crimpshrine reunite in 
this trio, along with Jimmy from Strawman and it’s the 
poppy tuneage you'd expect. Decent take on Marley's 
“Redemption Song’ and their own sprightly originals aren't 
bad, either. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 94146-0402) 


SILENT MAJORITY-Distant Second (Reservoir) 

Silent no more. Emo rock with powerful melodies and 
instrumentation and heartfelt vocals, especially on “KM,” 
about an ex-classmate whose life has taken a turn into 
addiction. Played like they mean it. (PO Box 790366, 
Middle Village, NY 11379-0366) 


SLOWSIDEDOWN-Impractical Stategies (Excursion) 

Neurosis, confusion and pain brought to a musical 
setting and it’s a difficult but original tapestry of emo 
noodling, hoarse emanations, hardcore catharsis and 
hintings of melody. Whew! (PO Box 20224, Seattle, WA 
98102) 


SNUFF-Long Ball To No-One (Fat) 

Three new songs by Snuff and emphasizing their 
poppier inclinations. The best song, “Walk,” has the fire of 
earlier material, while “Caught In Session” reminds me of 
the Bosstones with the trombone. “Dow Dow Boof Boof” 
hits a mid-tempo rut. Not their best stuff. (PO Box 193690, 
SF, CA 94119) 


SOCIETY GONE MADD! (Mighty) 

A throwback and a good fuckin’ throwback. Raw, 
intense hardcore mania. They veer alittle close to grindcore 
on occasion but these speed demons bring back the pure 
unfettered rage of the old days and the vocals spew 
projectile bile. Maybe Burbank ain’t so beautiful. (PO Box 
7435, Burbank, CA 91510) 


SONS OF HERCULES-Spittin’ Fire/Snake People (Un- 
clean) 

The b-side’s not on their fine album and is a revved-up 
garage gem on a par withthe rest of their longplayer. On 
green vinyl and with a label that rips off the Dunwich logo 
of the 60s. Hot stuff. (PO Box 34627, San Antonio, TX 
78265) 


SPAZZ/TOAST-Split (H.G. Fact) 

Spazz are from California, Toast from Japan and they 
both play ultra-intense, often ultra-fast hardcore. Raw, 
unfettered energy and Spazz, in addition, seem to have 
their tongues firmly in cheek (“Return Of The Wall Of 
Death”), also paying tribute to Half Off by covering “Who 
Writes Your Rules.” Blender mania! (401 Hongo-M, 2-36- 
2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


SPUTONIC-Jed Wants Eggy Back E.P. (Buford) 

A true garage record, recorded on an 8-track machine 
in someone’s garage. Punk rock from Boston's quiet 
‘burbs and exuding an organic, tough approach. (2 Oak 
St. Ext., Franklin, MA 02038) 


STAMPIN’ GROUND-Dawn Of Night (Days Of Fury)/ 
Starved (Too Damn Hype) 

Stompin’ ground is more like it—the heavy stuff, al- 
though “Won't Be Denied” flirts with speedier impulses. 
Well-played and conveying ruthless anger and musical 
ferocity. Not the sort of hardcore that normally grabs me, 
but if you like the crunchin’ stuff, Stampin’ Ground do it 
right. They sound even mightier onthe three song “Starved” 
EP, with improved production. (D.O.F.: PO Box 65, 
Wallasey L45 3QE, ENGLAND/T.D.H.: PO Box 1520, 
Cooper Station, NY, NY 10276-1520) 


STRUNG OUT/BLOUNT-Split (Fearless) 

Strung Out's mid-tempo, melodic track is mildly disap- 
pointing, compared to their superb album but Blount 
counter it with steaming, full-on power and melody. Sting- 
ing guitars and galloping drumming, coming on in the 
same way as No Use For A Name. (13772 Goldenwest 
St., #545, Westminster, CA 92647) 


SUN DEMONS-Now Is The Time (Loutish) 
Very NY-sounding, drawing on the Thunders school for 


inspiration, but still kind of on the bar-band side. There’s 
not enough danger or spark-filled recklessness to make it 
stick. Surprising, considering these guys have been on 
the scene (in other bands) for over a decade. (PO Box 
262, Old Chelsea Station, NY, NY 10011) 


SUPERCHARGER-Don’t Mess Me Up (Estrus) 

Soundin’ like it’s coming through a cheap transistor 
radio, Supercharger kick and scream their way through an 
old fashioned raver that would do the Sonics proud, 
complete with rinky-dink electric piano: The flip is some 
studio flubbery from their LP sessions, done up to sound 
like a radio ad. Originally released in a super-limited 
edition in ’93. (PO Box 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227- 
2125) 


SWOONS-Party Time Lover (Last Resort) 

Girl-group harmonies along witha melodic punk sound, 
although they get into less-savory rock territory for the title 
track. Run of the mill, for the most part. (PO Box 2986, 
Covina, CA 91722) 


TEEN IDOLS-Let’s Make Noise (House O’Pain) 

Six more fast ‘n ready punk tunes. The singer and 
guitarist wear leather jackets and they might've been born 
in ‘em, for all | know. Chiming guitars, snappy melodies 
and all of their records have been a joy, so far. (PO Box 
120861, Nashville, TN 37212) 


TEETH-New Dime Box/Displaced (Allied) 

Well-written songs strafing emo territory, with the hag- 
gard vocals and punchy instruments and evolving beyond 
that. Full-blown melodies exhibiting complexity and strong 
hooks. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 


TETSU-ARREY-Force (H.G. Fact) 

Wanton speed metal/hardcore hybrid with bass-plow 
that would do Lemmy proud and maybe make the moles 
on his face vibrate. Agitated vocals, with the occasional 
lead revealing those metal tendencies and Tetsu-Arrey 
stick to the loud/fast route throughout. (401 Hongo-M, 2- 
36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


THIRTYSECONDSDEEP-Hot Carl (Harmless) 

Passionate and stinging melodic punk. A nice rasp in 
the emotional vocals, two guitars with burn and played at 
aninvigorating clip. “Gamble” is a nice mid-tempo, poppier 
tune. Playing it like they mean it and with lots of energy. 
(1437 West Hood, Chicago, IL 60565) 


TOP DEAD CENTER-American Angst (Reproduction) 

Somewhat clunky oi/street rock with thrashier tenden- 
cies—2 originals and covers from Combat 84 (“Rapist”) 
and Waylon Jennings (“Dukes Of Hazzard”). Sorry to say 
this isn’t all that great. (PO Box 398073, Cambridge, MA 
02139) 


TORTURE KITTY-The Kid With The Crazy Eyes...Plus 
5 (House O’Pain) 

Bright, punchy punk/pop with loud guitars, scampering 
drumming and endearing harmonies. Nothing that hasn't 
been done before but it still works—catchy songs and lots 
of energy. (PO Box 120861, Nashville, TN 37212) 


TOXIC NARCOTIC/WHOREHOUSE OF REPRESEN- 
TATIVES-Split (Rodent Popsicle) 

Toxic Narcotic shred through their lo-fi punk songs with 
a venomous, unhinged aggressiveness. The female- 
fronted Whorehouse also play it fast ‘n loud, straight outta 
’83, covering Raw Power's “Fuck Authority” for good 
measure. DIY as fuck. (PO Box 335, Newton Ctr., MA 
02159) 


TRAITORS-I'm So Happy When I'm Hating (Harmless) 

Todd from Apocalypse Hoboken and Marc from No 
Empathy hook up with two other pals in this high-powered 
punk band. Loud ‘n fast, with Todd’s throat-gob vocals 
exuding the right amount of snot and spirit. Full-length 
soon andit’s anxiously-awaited. (1437 W. Hood, Chicago, 
IL 60660) 


TRIPFACE-This Foundation (Exit) 

Overly serious and dull heavy hardcore. The drumming 
is annoying, especially the double-pedal fills for “Myself.” 
Low-tuned, repetitive riffs, lyrics about crumbling walls, 


hypocrisy, weakness and insecurity. In other words, the 
same ol’ same ol’. (PO Box 263, NY, NY 10012) 


TUGBOAT ANNIE-Posterboy/Competition For 
Scarce Resources (Sonic Bubblegum) 

Engaging indy pop-rock from this underrated Boston 
(formerly Buffalo) band. "Posterboy" features swirling, 
surging guitars and solid hooks. “Competition" presents 
amore sedate side while maintaining theirinnate strengths. 
(PO Box 35504, Brighton, MA 02135) 


22 JACKS-Swallow + 2 (BYO) 

Members of Adolescents, Face To Face, Weezer and 
Wax on this record and playing tuneful punk. A mix of 
California melodicism and Clash-like anthemic qualities. . 
Loud guitars and solid harmonies make this a treat. (PO 
Box 67A64, LA, CA 90067) 


UNCLE JOE’S BIG OL’ DRIVER-Freeride/Everything 
(Scam-o-Rama) 

Much as the Edgar Winter Group's “Freeride” was a 
personal favorite, during my pre-punk adolescence, 
UJBOD’s cover is a weak, pale tribute. “Everything” is a 
disposable Screaming Trees-ish rocker. (13454 Poway 
Rd., #321, Poway, CA 92064) 


UNDERHAND-Under A Glass (Mutant Pop) 

Full-bodied pop tunes and a punky drive. Yep, another 
one of those bands and Underhand imbue their songs with 
lively production values, punchy drumming and a bright. 
guitar sound. Maybe not a masterpiece, as the liner notes 
claim, but a good listen, anyway. ($3 ppd from 5010 NW 
Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330) 


UNITY-No More (Lost & Found) 

Pre-Uniform Choice, recorded live in '82 and very 
rough-sounding. Loud, fast hardcore drawing inspiration 
from the early Dischord bands (they cover “Stepping 
Stone,” as did many DC bands). Not bad, although you're 
probably better-off with their studio stuff. (Buinteweg 1, 
30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


UNSEEN-Protect And Serve (VML) 

Rippin’ it up and crankin’ out fast punk blaze. The 
Unseen have a healthy “fuck you” attitude about just 
everything and most songs here keep to a loud/fast tack. 
“Preacher” and “Countdown” throw inan oi-inspired tinge. 
Better-produced than their first 7". (Band: 270 Central St., 
Hingham, MA 02043) 


UNWOUND-Corpse Pose/Everything Is Weird (Kill 
Rock Stars) 

Hot, angular rock from Unwound, who seem to keep 
getting better. The b-side is unreleased and is thorny and 
riveting. (120 NE State St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


VARIOUS-Bringing It Back (Ammunition) 

| guess “it” is hardcore pride and the four bands here— 
Outspoken, Ignite, Blackspot and Remain—make a pretty 
good argument for it. Remain have the heavier, serious 
approach and don't stack up as well, Ignite have sounded 
better elsewhere but Outspoken and Blackspot connect 
with potent, aggressive tracks. (PO Box 461, Bellflower, 
CA 90707) 


VARIOUS-Dear Mister Shanks (Quincy Shanks) 
Three Illinois bands—Four-Squares, Hitmen and Parker 
Brothers and one from Florida, Finway Fish Camp and all 
of ‘em play fast, spirited punk rock. Pretty consistent, 
throughout, with Parker Brothers slightly more aggressive 
in their attack. (525 Wing Lane, St. Charles, IL 60174) 


VARIOUS-Quadruple Headache (Last Resort) 

Punk nastiness from four bands, they being the lovely 
Snap-Her, Butt Trumpet, Bimbo Toolshed and Rosemary's 
Billygoat. The odes to penile implants and fish tacos by 
Snap-Her and Butt Trumpet, respectively, are quite enter- 
taining. Rosemary's Billygoat’s country piss-take about 
picking scabs is more in the novelty vein. (PO Box 2986, 
Covina, CA 91722) 


VIOLENT APATHY (Lost & Found) 

13 songs on a 7"—those were the good old days, 
weren't they? Violent Apathy came out of the same 
midwest scene as the Necros and Negative Approach, 





sticking the loud ‘n fast hardcore sound. “Society Rules” 
and “Desperation Takes Hold” (from the “Master Tape” 
compilation) both slow down the attack and are, by far, the 
strongest tracks. These songs add a slight Brit influence, 
similar to Iron Cross. The rest doesn’t quite match the 
tightness or rage of the aforementioned bands. (Biinteweg 
1, 30900 Wedemark, GERMANY) 


WHATEVER...-Socially Retarded (Dead Beat) 

Well-played punk rock—sharp guitar riffs collide off the 
nimble bass lines and lively drumming and if Ben E. 
Wrecked has a British affectation, it’s allowable when the 
songs are this well-crafted. Tight and unpredictable, not 
sounding specifically like anyone, although if! was pressed, 
the Subhumans could be mentioned as a subtle anteced- 
ent. (PO Box 283, LA, CA 90078) 


WHITE TRASH DEBUTANTES-My Guy’s Name Is 
Rudolf (206) 

Ginger Coyote, the ageless transvestite legend, is 
back with her band of trashy miscreants. Sleazy rock 
encompassing Dolls-ish sleaze and punk spirit and deal- 
ing with such important subjects as, not one, but two 
different “All My Children” stars—Rudolf Martin and Su- 
san Lucci. They also cover Screeching Weasel’s “Joanie 
Loves Johnny.” The backing vocals are pretty bad. Come 
tothink ofit, this whole EP’s kind of silly. (8314 Greenwood 
Ave., #102, Seattle, WA 98103) 


WIG HAT-Stupid Guitar (Wind Biscuit/Vital) 

Straddlin’ the punk/rock ‘n roll line—the solo on “Indi- 
ana” reveals those Thunders-esque roots and they throw 
in enough hooks and guitar buzz to keep interest. Listen- 
able. (PO Box 210, NY, NY 10276-0210) 


WRETCHED ONES-Hey Old Man (Pogo Stick) 

Pit and BT dig into their past with the Burnt for “Hey Old 
Man,” a classic three-chord stomper. “Wolfgang” contin- 
ues in a similar fashion, with a hearty “oi oi oi” for good 
measure and only The Wretched Ones could get away 
with covering the old Schaefer beer commercial (and it’s 
the “when you’re having more than one” version, not 
“when you're having lots of fun”). These guys continue to 
tule! (PO Box 354, Midland Park, NJ 07432) 





ABDOMEN-Out Of The Picture (D.U.) 

Available on CD and LP but they sent me the 
cassette and this format definitely lacks the sonic range 
of the others. | wouldn't bother, normally, but their 
guitarist and vocalist Mike has been sending me stuff 
for years, so I'll let it slide JUST THIS ONCE. 
Energetic, poppy indy rock with a few subtle psyche- 
delic touches and more than listenable. (PO Box 
18677, Denver, CO 80218) 


BLACK ARMY JACKET 

Hyper-speed hardcore (along with the occasional 
slow, brooding song) delivered in short, savage bursts. 
Blood-curdling vocals and a meatgrinder assault 
created by one guitar and two bass guitars. Along the 
lines of Siege and Dropdead. Nasty shit! (Andrew 
Orlando, PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 11379- 
0366) 


BLAZE CAMO 

New band featuring Yuppicide vocalist/maniac Jesse 
Jones and these guys take a slower, heavy/melodic 
sound. Jesse’s gruff vocals are suited to the band’s 
punch ‘n crunch but it lacks some of the unhinged 
ferocity of his other unit. Not bad, though. (Phone 
contact: 212-465-7211) 


DUCKY BOYS-White Slum 

The Ducky Boys, named after a gang from the movie 
The Wanderers, hail from Boston's tough Charlestown 
neighborhood. This is where killings go unsolved 
because of the “code of silence’—people don't talk 
because they fear retaliation. Anyway, the Ducky Boys’ 
blue-collar, oi-inspired punk reflect these surroundings 
and they do it with snappy, buzzsaw energy. (100A 
Dunstable St., Charlestown, MA 02129) 


DYSPHORIA-You Wish You Tried 

Pride. Hate. Rage. Battered soul. Bleeding. These 
are all phrases taken out of context from this band’s 
lyrics. Why indulge in such an exercise? ‘Cause it’s fun. 
The turmoil-charged lyrics are so grim and embittered 
that | need to do this to lighten the mood. Heavywvyyyy 
stuff with growled vocals and metallish arrangements, 
sometimes crossing over into grindcore territory, and 
leaving this listener cold. (PO Box 590, Buckingham, 
PA 18912) 


EVERYBODY’S PROBLEM 

Hardcore with the groove/hip-hop delivery and some 
thrashier elements to mix things up, as well. EP keep 
things fluid and the lyrics exhibit a sense of humor, 
although the funkier stylings are somewhat stale, at this 
point. Passable. (PO Box 1372, Williamstown, NJ 
08094) 


GIRLTOUCHER 

Trashy rock with a Dolls and Stones-ish tinge and 
it's hooky enough for “Escape For Shark Island,” less 
so for “Energy” and “Stereo.” Come to think of it, I'd 
rather listen to the Dolls and Stones. Pretty main- 
stream. (34-16 Broadway, Astoria, NY 11104) 


GROWING CONCERN 

Power-packed old-school hardcore. Raw and fast, 
delivered with passion and intensity. Some heavier, 
modern touches but these guys keep the tempo lively 
throughout. ($3 ppd to Inti Carboni, Via Del Boschstto 
104, 00184 Roma, ITALY) 


KEVIN K BAND-Never Enough (13th Street) 

One side live, one side studio from this Thunders/ 
Dolls disciple. Meat ‘n potatoes rock ‘n roll with hooks 
and basic three chord arrangements. Not real 
explosive, but picking up the energy level on the live 
side, especially with decent run-throughs of Dead Boys 
and Thunders songs. (338 E. 13th St., 4-D, NY, NY 
10003-5860) 


KISS IT GOODBYE-Be Afraid 

Dramatic, lurching hardcore coming on like a cross 
between Deadguy and Rorschach. Which makes 
complete sense ‘cause this band has ex-members of 
both bands. Savage and heavy, with Tim’s murderous 
vocals, violent riffs and a swing in the arrangements to 
keep things from getting bogged down in the murk. (c/o 
No Sleep Necessary, 483 Hicks St., 4th Floor, 
Brooklyn, NY 11231) 


LENNY-Please, Oh! Please (Rock Fetish) 

New band with ex-Moving Targets’ bassist Pat 
Leonard, handling guitar and vocals here. A follwup to 
last year’s 7" and not that outstanding, unfortunately. 
Mainly in a stripped down, poppy vein. Only closing 
track “Find A Way,” with a strong, surging hook and the 
Buzzcocksian smash of “No Religion” really hit the 
mark. (PO Box 1515, Nokomis, FL 34274) 


MEANING OF LIFE 

Combination of old-school hardcore, heaviness and 
melodicism from this Japanese band. While “Meaning 
Of Life” takes a fairly typical metallic approach, “Seeker 
After Knowledge” has the fury of vintage Cro-Mags and 
the band keep it pretty lively, thoughout. A distinct lack 
of harder-than-thou attitude and that’s a plus. 
(Takashige Okada, 2-120, Shimizu, Shikamaku, 
Himejishi, Hyogoken, 672 JAPAN) 


MUSHMOUTH-Look Ahead 

Cool: naming your band after the speech-afflicted 
character on “Fat Albert.” Not as cool: the pedestrian 
heavy hardcore contained within. Mean, pounding 
crunch interspersed with a few clumsy thrash attempts 
and treading too-well-worn ground. (PO Box 6871, 
Wyomissing, PA 19610) 


SCAPEGOATS 

The Boston punk onslaught continues with this trio 
and all the members are named John (must get 
confusing!). Raw, spirited punk played at a healthy clip 
and with a fuck-you attitude expressed on “Rich Prick.” 
Recorded on a boom box in their practice space and 


they need to tighten things up, slightly, but the energy’s 
there. (15 Rosecliff Terrace, Roslindale, MA 02131) 


STAB HAPPY-Pinstripe Propaganda 
The heavy groove spreads across the pond. Hip-hop 

vocal delivery and drum patterns, thwacky bass and a 
dexterous/slashing guitar sound. Conjuring visions of 
baggy shorts and wallet chains and, while competent 
and with a semi-compelling density, not anything that 
really stirs the emotions. (7 Cecil Street, Huddersfield, 
HD1 4BD, ENGLAND) 


STAPLED SHUT-L.A. Times 

There’s supposed to be an expression of rage and. 
anger expressed by this band and, with their 
combination of heavy murk and warp-speed blast, that 
rage does come across. Trouble is | have no idea what 
they’re angry about ‘cause there are no song titles or 
lyrics listed. OK, that’s not totally true—soundbites 
about gangs and police make it pretty obvious where 
they're coming from. Treading the line between 
hardcore and death metal and admirable for the intense 
sound spectacle if not the songwriting prowess. (PO 
Box 4005, W. Covina, CA 91791) 


THORAX 

Mainly mid-tempo, well-played melodic punk with 
bright guitars and tunes. A tinge of Dag Nasty but 
without going over the emo cliff. They sent me both a 
studio and a live tape—the live one has somewhat 
medicore sound quality but things improve on the 
studio version. (Lukas Schwichtenberg, Sentastr. 36, 
Hamburg, GERMANY) 


TWIST 160-Spin Cycle 

Good uptempo punk, with a scrappy, emo-tinged 
style that doesn't sacrifice the edginess for obvious 
hooks. And how can you not love a band with a song 
title of “| Want A Girlfriend Who Has Lots Of Money And 
Comes With A Nice Soft Comfortable Farmhouse.” 
Ragged harmonizing and energy to spare. (216 
Brigham Hill Rd., N. Grafton, MA 01536) 


W.M.R.-’95-96 (UTD Crews) 

Pissed-off, fast-paced hardcore that pushes the right 
buttons. Sound-quality isn’t that hot (oh, those low-bias 
tapes!) but the band mixes up speed, rage and intensity 
into an enticing combination. Looking forward to their 
upcoming 7". (Andrea Sestri, Via F.Filzi No. 3, 65123 
Pescara, ITALY) 
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SUPERNOVA-LastIn Space: A Show For Kids (AmRep) 

It'd have to be a pretty twisted kid to watch this. Mr. 
Rogers this ain't. The Supernova guys engage indisgustoid 
behavior and other childish shenanigans (watching ‘em 
do the bunny-hop is one such treat) and play some of their 
super-catchy rock 'n roll along the way. A video of "Math" 
is tacked onas well."2001," "Star Trek" and other cheesoid 
sci-fi films inform their universe pretty obviously--the com- 
puter is named “PAL 4000." An anarchic trip inside 
Supernova's spacy funhouse. Hopefully, they'll put out a 
live video at some point. (2645 1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, 
MN 55408) 


VARIOUS-Unlike: Live At CBGB's (Wreck Age) 

Live footage of Yuppicide (their final show, although 
they may be getting back together), Bad Trip, Die 116, 
Mind Over Matter, Gin Mill and Stillsuit. Showcasing the 
diversity of New York hardcore, although most of these 
guys stay on the heavier tip. Bad Trip add a little more 
melody to the equation. Actually, Yuppicide, given the 
extensive treatment here, were a wrecking machine unto 
themselves. Jesse Jones comes out with his face painted 
like the Human Enigma from the Jim Rose Circus and the 
band's muscular, thrashy style is exhilarating in its inten- 
sity. Gavin from Die 116 also puts on quite a performance, 
as well. Shaven-headed, sweaty and imposing and feed- 
ing off the music's energy. A two camera live shot and 
there are also interview segments with band and audience 
members interspersed between the songs. Well-done. 
(PO Box 263, NY, NY 10012) 
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